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THE 

l> I F E 

AND EXTRAORDINARY 

HISTORY 

O F 

Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 

NATURE delights in the marvellous ; 
the moral, as well as the phyfical World 
abounds with the Strange and Wonder- 
ful ; civery Country, nay, every Town, 
have their aditional Stories of this Kind, the very 
Villages boaft their athletic Heroes, and their ruf- 
tic Bards, which they compare and poize againil 
each other with much Warmth and Emulation. 
That ftiring Proteus^ called Ambition, will a6l 
its Part in the human Soul under a thoufand dif- 
ferent Marks. That reillefs Principle, which 
ftiroulates the Heart of Man, and goads it to af* 
pire ; that Parent of every fplendid Folly ; that 
inborn Pride will work itfelf to View, and fliine 
among the coarfeft Rubbifti. 

Not Cafar^ in his higheft Triumph, "was more 
elated, than is poor Hobbinol^ perhaps, at a 
Country Wake, to whom his fellow Ruftics have 
yielded up the Prize for being the bell Wreftler, 
and breaking the mod Heads : he gains the ut- 
mod Summit of his Wiflies ; he ftands on Iiigh 
amongft his Neighbours ; a Garland, or a Har, 
fo purchafed, are to him a little Kingdom. His 
Horizon, like that of his fubjeS Cattle, is but 
narrow' ; and the Spot he feeds upon U a.11 \\\"i» 
Jijiipirc^ jet even there he wouVAuwLnv^Vt* 

B 'XVx^ 



2 THE HISTORY OF 

This energetic Fire, when it kindles up a daring 
Spirit, muft look abroad, muft ftretch itfelf at 
large; and, like a Comet, tfavcl through the 
yaft Expanfe of Nature, vifit every Climate in 
its Courfe, amaze the learned in its fwift Career, 
and fcarc the igriorant whl^ idle Terrors, wondered 
at by all. Such Appearances are fudden and un- 
looked for ; they feldom come ; and, when they 
do, all Nature feems too narrow for their Province ; 
they ru(h with fuch Rapidity to, public View, 
and draw behind them a Train of Things the 
moft extravagant and ftrange, their Exjuipage of 
Charader; Where the grand and the ridiculous, 
the generous and the mean, the ikillful and the 
rude, the good-natured and the bafe, the friendly 
and the perfidious, are all jumbled into one vafl 
Coincidence of E^treams, that give Mankind an 
Alexandir^ perhaps, z, Charles the Twelfth, a 
Bloody a Criigbtony of a Chevalier Taylor^ the 
matchlefs Hero of the enfuing Story, whofe literal 
Exploits, founded upon Fads fa manifeft, fo 
illuftrious through all Europe^ exceed, in Num- 
ber, zni entertaining Incidents, the moft fertile 
Romance, that Invention his hitherto produced; 
a Charader fo complex, and fo contrafted, no 
Age, perhaps, or Country has beheld. It looks 
as if Nature, in a playful Frolic, had thrown him 
out to the World, in order to fhew Mankind 
how Reafon and Paflion, how Genius and Ca- 

Erice, could counter-work each other within the 
uman Mind, and mark out a moral Prodigy, 
made up of all Extremes. 

Between the Hours of Eleven and One, on the 
Sixteenth Day of Auguji^ One*, Thoufand Seven 
Hundred and Three, did Nature and the Midwife 
give our matchlefs Hero to the World j the Sun 
and his Mother being in Labour at the fame 
Tiinci he travelling througji « EcUpfe, and flic 
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in Travail of the illuftrious DoQor, who at one 
InAant with the Sun, began to break out from 
Darknefs, and, as the Pa'riih Records teftify^ came 
into Light with him. 

He no fooner began to didinguifli Objeds, than 
he ezpreflfed the greateft Averfion to all Spots, 
either upon the Garments, or Countenances of 
thofe to whom he came near. Patches, worn up- 
*on the Face, being then the Fafhion, he often 
fcratched them o(F, and fometimes brought the 
- Blood along with them : nay, even then, he put 
fome Eyes in Danger. 

As he grew up he could not bear the Icaft Spot 
upon Linen, China, or Spedacles in particular, 
which he often broke in his attempt to clean 
them. His Mathematical Mafter made him peep 
one Day at his Coteiiiporary, the Sun, through a 
good refleSing Teliefcope ; but the Spots he dif- 
covered there difturbed his Imagination to fuch 
a Degree, that it has been the Toil and Study of 
his whole Life to take them off, in order to which 
he has purfued him thefe Forty Years paft, 
through all his Journeys, hoping to come up with 
him at one Stage or other, and there perform 
upon him an Operation, which would undoubtedly 
carry his Fame all round the World. But this, 
like fome other points he purfues, feems to be 
a little beyond his Reach, but, to a Genius, nothing 
is impoilible. 

His Father was an honeft Son of JEfculaplus^ a 
Man of Learning and Candour, in his Profeffion 
of Phyfick and Surgery ; but he dying before the 
prefent DoQor arrived at his Sixth Year, this 
Incident threw the Reins over our young Cheva- 
lier's Neck, and opened wide the Gate to all his 
future Glory. 

His Mother was a careful, honeft^ ^ood ?LvwL 
of yNom2Ln ; (he kept up the Bu^m^fe ^l %.\v K^JJ^wt- 
B 2 ^^S 



4 THE HISTORY OF 

cary ; by which Means, (he fuf^ported our future 
Hero, wiih two other Children, in a very decent 
Manner. 

The young Chevalier, after having fcrambled 
together fome fmall Matter of Learning, ftood as 
yet behind his Mother's Counter, in the Town of 
Norwich, where he had his Birth and Education. 
In this narrow Sphere of AQion he remained 
fome Time unnoticed ; but Obfcurity and he 
could not long keep Houfe together. 

A rich old Quaker^ within a few Doors of him 
was taken ill of the Cholic : Our young Artift is 
fummoned to his Relief; where Tabitba^ the 
Quaker's new married Spoufe, happened to caft 
a favoury Leer at our handlbme fpruce DoQor, 
than whom there was not a more comely PerJbnage 
in all Norfolk. Lovers, like Angels, can talk by 
Jntuiiion. A few kind Sentiments, exchanged in 
this (ilent, but emphatic Manner, foon opened the 
Congrefs to a more fubftantial Intercourfe. In a 
Word, the Doftor.adminiftered to her in all Sim- 
plicity of Heart ; and frequent were the Cordials of 
his Love : but, alas I no human Joy is certain. 
One fatal Sunday Morning, Ehenezer, who kept, 
it feems a feparate Bed, came haftily into his Wife's 
Apartment, with no other covering than his Shirt, 
being fuddenly ftirred, no Doubt, with the Spirit, 
of Propagation, and then, and there, furprized the 
happy guilty Couple; but the DoQor, ia this in- 
fant Recounter, gave an early Specimen of that 
Addrefs and Drxterity, which have fo ftrongly 
marked the Charader of all his future Adventures, 
he told the Quaker, with an Oath in his Mouth, 
and a Penknife in his Right Hand, that no Harm 
at all was intended by him, and that his IJufinefs 
there was only to cut his Wife's Corns : but tlie 
Quaker crying out Murder, the DoQor fprings 
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down Stairs at one Leap, takes (hort Leave at Home, 
and fcampers up to London, 

CHAP. I. 

The Reader^ in the opening of this Chara^er^ will 
meet with the Embryo of our future Hiftory^ which 
will enlarge itjelf as we go on^ and fir etch out ii*s 
Parts to a prodigious Size. 

OU R Chevalier now in the Nineteenth Year 
of his Age, arrives at the Capital, where 
he foon got behind another Apothecary's Counter, 
in Cbeapfide ; and, with his Peftle, gave many 
loud preludes of his future Fame, which all Europe 
was one Day to hear. He rung his Mortar, that 
Prologue to a Pafling-Bell, with fuch Elegiac Notes, 
that feveral Neighbouring Undertakers, together 
with the Parifh Sexton, would often a(k him to a 
Glafs of Liquor, delighted with his Harmony ; 
but a crabbed, ill-natured old rich Iron-monger, in 
the fame Street, complained that his ears were torn 
to pieces by our Muflcian's Noife, and threatened to 
have him filenced by Authority ; but the ingenious 
and humane Dodor Green (his M.^fter's Relation) 
took his Part againft the Alderman, bid him goon, 
and called him his Tubal Cain ; and being (truck 
by his lively Addrefs, together with his very 
comely Perfon, he told the young Spark, he would 
have his Pidure done by KnelUr^ then the reign- 
ing Painter of England ; for truly the young Doc- 
tor's Miftnefs had a Mind to hang it in her Par- 
lour, knowing the great Intimacy that was be- 
tween Sir Godfrey and DoSor Green. Kneller 
had his Country Houfe at fPlittony a Place about 
fourteen Miles diilance from Town, The Doflor 
carries young Taylor down thither; he fits for 
bia|%^ri?f and diverts S\r Godfrey v«vicv\iy& \\^^^ 
B 3 "Sii&je^ 



6 THEHISTORYOF 

Sallies of Humour, which made fuch deep Im- 
preflion on the Spirit of his Difciple Mr. Richard 
Eagle^ commonly called Dick EagU^ a Name well 
known in all the Regifters of Enterprife, that he 
invited our (Iripling Chevalier into a ftrift Friend- 
fliip with him, and promifed to put him quick 
into a Capacity to fpurn at an Apothecary's 
Shop. 

The DoQor thanked him, and returned to Town, 
where he again regaled the Neighbourhood with 
Uis Melody, and went on in the fame mufical 
Manner about a Fortnight longer ; but being fent 
one Day by his Matter to vifit a Patient as far off 
as Bridget Street, Cevent Garden^ at his Return thro* 
Vinegar Yard, into Drury Lane^ he was accofted 
out of a Garret Window by his worthy Friend Mr. 
. Richard Eagle, who, calhng him by his Name, 
afked him to come up Stairs, for he had fomething 
to tell him : Up he goes ; and there he found with 
bis Friend Mr. Eagle^ a grey-headed gaudy-dreflcd 
old Gentleman, in Company with afluftered Bawd, 
and two ragged Bunters, each of whom had a 
black Eye. 

There ftood upon a Stool a full Bowl of Punch. 
Dick Eagle, at his entering the Room, whifpered 
fomething in the old Gentleman's Ear, who im» 
mediately drank to the Doflor, (hook him by the 
Hand, nay, fqueezed it in a very particular Man- 
ner. 

Dick Eagle began a Song, or rather a kind of 
Interlude, called Roger came tapping at Dolly* s 
Window, whiGh he afted with miK:h Humour and 
Addrefs. He - fet the DoSor and the old Gentle- 
man a laughing very heartily. The Bawd and her 
Pupils were now vaniflied. Dick put the Glafs 
about with fonfic Vigour : he filled luftily to the 
young Hippocrates^ v(h6', nor being accuftomcd to 
i/ecp l>nnking, found Kimfc\f fttat\B&\^ ^uhlkra- 
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rated ; and taking Dick by the Hand, in the Ho- 
ncfty of his Heart, called him his Friend, and what 
would he not do to ferve him ? 

Dick drank his Heahh in a Bumper; and nod- 
ding at the old Letcher, dipt down Stairs, leaving 
the young Mfculaptus and Sir Francis together, 
who, fitting clofer to the Stripling, put into his 
Hand a Purfe, with Gold in it, which he begged 
him ro accept of, as a Mark of his Regard for him ; 
and then proceeded to fome Singularities, which 
alarnfted our young Chevalier ftrangdy ; who could 
by no Means guefs at his Defign : but the old Vil- 
lain becoming ftill more and more explicit, the 
Do^or, iitaRage, called him Scoundrel, knocked 
him and the Stodl, Punch Bowl and all to the Floor, 
which made fuch an Earthquake, that it foon 
broiJight Dick^ the Bawd, and her Pupils, into the 
Room, who in great Dudgeon aiked, if he was going 
to rob the Gentlemati.«<— — 

Our hot Hero drawing the old Man's Sword, 
drove the Wenches out again, and in the Scuffle 
wounded Dick in the Leg : then bouncing down 
Stairs into the Street, with a bloody Sword waving 
in his Hand, he fcampered along Drury Lane^ 
leaving his Hat, Wig, three fmall Vials, and a large 
Clyfter Bag behind him. 

The People thought him mad. In his Way he 
encountered the worOiipful Mr. Juftice Vaughan^ 
who lived . then in * Bow Street^ Covent Garden. 
He ftops and difarms our frighted Fugitive, afked 
him with much Eameftnefs, what wastheMat- 
tser? 

; Young Taylor related to him at large the whole 
Affair, which he did with fuch Colourings of Truth 
.andeHoriefty, that the' fenfiblie Juftice made no 
■Scruple of going back with him- to the Veiy Spot 
where the Thing happened ; and ^rowvvfed Uvcv-ikV. 
th&Redrefs imaginable. 

B 4 ^' 



8 THEHISTORYOF 

So back they marched^ the Juftice now bearing 
the bloody Sword in one Hand, and the frighted 
Youngfter in the other, followed by Curiofity in the 
Shape of a gaping Multitude. 

They are now arrived in Finegar Tard : the Juf- 
tice mounts firft, the DoSor at his Heels ; his 
Worlhip entered the Garret, like a broken-winded 
Jade, puffing and blowing, and holding both his 
Sides. He no fooner faw the old Son of Sodom^ who 
had by this Time, ftuck a Piece of brown Paper, 
fteeped in Vinegar, to his Eye,' than he cryed out, 
as fail as Breath would give him Leave, Fye, 
Shame, Sir Francis^ now I am furethe Lad fpoke 
Truth — a Man of your Years — ^but the Law (hall 
— and you, you pimping ignofninious Rafcal, for 
fucb a rancid old Goat, and Girls onoo, (hocking 
Scoundrel ! Go fetch a Conftable. Your Leg, 
you Pander, I wifli it was your Guts — O Scandal ! 
an innocent Country Lad ! your Money (hall not 
fave you, Sir /r<77i<-//. 

1 he Barber was bufy now about Dick Eagle's 
Wound, but, bearing of La^ and ConiTables, he 
\th his Patient in a Panic, who bled fo faft, that 
t)ie Juftice ordered a Surgeon to be fent for ; and, 
leaving a Guard over Dick^ he fent Sir Francis^ and 
the Bawd with her three Pupils, to the Gatehoufe ; 
then calling a Coach, he put the young Cel/us inio 
it, who had, by this Time, gathered up his Hat and 
Wig, Clyfler Pipe, and Bottles ; the Purfe Did 
Eagjf Had fecured. 

The good Juftice fet him down at his Mafter's 
Door, in Cbeapfide, to whom he related the whole 
Matter, and told him, that the Lad muft certainly 
profecute them. 

. Mr. Brady thanked his Worfliip very kindly, and 
faid, the Boy (hould attend him when and where he 
pleafed. 
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The Jufticc took his Leave ; and young Tubal 
began a^ain toringhis^j[q^tap. 

H s Miftrcfs was much' alariVie'd, and took on 
mightily : it was to bjC fi|re a v^ft Misfortune t.> be 
bandfome, — the Monfter'did not hurt him,-;^(h-^ck- 
ing Wretches !— — (bc'd fee them get to Tyburn^ — 
Jack was handfometobe fure,— Aye, He fhoiild 
fwear««— Here, take this Glafs of Sack— Come, 

drink it up Lord! bow I tremble !-t— Oh ! the 

filthy Monfter I Here, take another I trenc^ble (o 
—he did not hurt you, Jack^^. — ^ I am all I don'i 

know how, " - 'My Hand, Come, Jack^ 

here's your Healtli,— Feel me, how I fliake witli 
Anger. 

Jack was. not fo dull,. but he foon faw that all 
this was leading to a certain Explanation ; but 
People calling in the Shop, he made his Bow, and 
got behind the Counter. His kind Midrefs dill 
followed him with her Pity, and curfed Sir Francis 
from her Heart. 

Mr. Bradyy being an able Surgeon, as well as 
Apothecary, ("pared no Qoft to procure Subjc61s 
for Difltflion. He often trafficked at Tyburn for 
Bodies, which he ufed to place at his Talkie, like 
living Guefts, in order, no doubt, to make fucli 
ObjeSs familiar to his Pupils, who are apt to ha 
ilartled at the appearance of dead Bodies. 

.The firft of thefe Gentry, lo whorp our frePa 
Man was introduced, ^put him into, fuch a Fright, 
that he flarted, turned pale, and a cold Sweat hunt; 
upon his Forehead; which his. kind Miflrtfs wiped 
off with great Tenderncf?, and faid, her Hu(band 
was a barbarous Man, for frighting the poor Youth 
in fuch a cruel Manner. 

So he g:rew worfe, was put to B?d, his Miftrefs 
followed h m, and, by one kind r e ns or o her, 
brouffht him to himfelf ap;a:n . I o he returned 
hisAcknowJcdgrnents al tha\T\nitv'\H^^ ^^^'^s. 
B 5 'i.Vv^S' 



10 THE HISTORY OF 

a little in the dark ; but her Countenance, at 
comin^own^ exprefled.no Nbrksof Difappoint- 
ment. ' . . 

He 'fiion. fcrape^ an Acquaintance with thefe 
Calprits defund, and made a happy Prbgrefs in 
the Study of Anatomy ; he grew fond of it to a 
Degree, and often went, with His Mafter and 
Fellow, Fiipils, to dig up Bodies, in the neighbouring 
Church- Yards, at Midnight. 

In one of thefe Excurfions^ it fecms, that fomc 
Friends of the Party" interred had Notice of their 
DefigD, and waited to prevent them. The Perfon, 
whole Remains were that Diy committed to the 
Earth, happened to be a fwaggering Irijh Beaux, 
who dyed, for the Gooid of his Country, at a 
noted Plzce nesLT PaMiftgtQH, 

Half a dc>zen tufty Boys of the Sodd were 
determined that he (hould keep his Lodgings 
unmolefted, until he had a lawful Summons 
to get up, and march off with the reft of his Neigh- 
bours. They fwore it was a cruel Cafe that a 
Man (hould be torn out of his 'Grave, and fcat- 
tered about the World, from Place to Place, in 
fuch an unchriftian Manner ; it was a Breach 
of Hofpitality, which the living never met with 
in Ireland^ let alone the dead ; and, by Heaven, 
Sbillaly • fhould try Titles for it. 

One of them, being a Prieft, obferved, that the 
Atoms of /^//w O* Byr;i would, by that Means, 
be difperfed throughout the Univerfe, and loft in 
the common Mafe of Matter; or, what is ftill 
worfe, fays he, his Catbolick Clay may chance to 
be mixed with Heretic Mortar, and help to build 
up fome damned Preft)yterian Meeting Houfe, 
which, by J^fuh would grieve bis vety Heart in 

» A Cant Word, in Inland^ for an Oak Sapling, from 
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Purgatory : Confider, fays he, at the DavoFJodg* 
ment, whbn People will be ail in fuch a Hurry, am 
every one ilriving to be foremoft, beforis poor 
Pbelim can gather himfelf up again, half the 
World will get to Mount Calvary ^ .and Pbelim^ 
perhaps, may be puniflied for Contempt of Court ; 
fo that it is. Gentlemen, a Principle ot CokUjciiB/icey 
as well as Honour, to defend his Reniatni from 
th^fe tiodurnal Vultures-: And fo to Work they 
went> and laid abour them iuftily. Pried and 
all. 

The Matter Surgeon left, upon the Field of Bat- 
tle, his Cane, his Hat, his Great Coat, and his 
. jSword; the reft of his Band were difperfed feveral 
\Vays, and hotly purfued by fix (lout Sbillaly Phots, 
jvhich, as Father 7>i^ obferved, had then ;io Time 
to grow idid 

Our young Chevalier, being by much the 
mod adive of his Troop, took to his Heels, with 
the lofs of all his upper Garments, except a 
Waiftcoat without Sleeves : his Head Cloaths were 
miffing, which Retrenchments helped to make 
him vifible, in a Summer's Dawn, at fome Diftance. 
He flew to a Houfe, upon a Hill Side, itbout half 
a Mile to the North Eaft of Pancrafs Church Yard, 
for that was the Field of Battle. He w^s attraQed 
thither by a Light he faw in one of the Windows, 
though it was then about Two o'CJock in the 
Morning. 

To the Door he came, and, with all the Pathos 
of lAipatience and Fear, begged, for Pity's Sake, 
to be admitted ; fwore he was puriued by Robbers, 
who had dripped, and abufed, and now were going 
to murder him. 

A Cafement opened, and a foft Voice afted him, 
Who, and What he was. He repeated his Story 
and Intreaties, with fo much Energy and Perfuanon, 
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that they, v;iih his beautiful Perfon, foon prevailed 
upon the px)or to unlock. 

In h^i w«nt and there he found half a £)ozen 
jolly I^^ellows fitting round the Remains of an al- 
ipoft expiring Bowl of Punch, a Libation to Hymen; 
for» truly, tb^re was a Wedding. They all ftarc 
at thcj^lf naked DoQcr : He repeats his Tale, 
^i,t)jf?^rixW)jn his Eyes. , 

,, ^ Scwc pad:h^/ni Tied, when a dreadful Thunder, 
^ith'iloud Oaths -and Menaces^ was battering at 
the Door. He crys for Pity's fake to hide him in 
the wen, under the Brewing Pan, or any where ; 
xvhcaj lo! a good-natured elderly Gentlewoman 
In her NightTGown sonly, opens gently a Parlour 
Dor^r, who, feeing the fweet Countenance and gen- 
teel Shape of the diftrcfled Petitioner, (he faid, with 
Tendernefs, * Come, come here. Child, 1*11 hide 
* you fafe ; the Rogue, (hj^n*t find you here.* So 
faying, {he took him by the Hand, and led him to 
an inner Room : She made him creep under a Bed, 
and bid him not (lir for his Life, till (he IhouU call 
him. 

By this Time the cannonical Captain and his 
Troop were entered, and demanded the facrilegious 
Villain, wl\o had taken Shelter here. 

The Centinels, doing Duty at the Bowl, were 
too far gone to difpute the Matter, fo yielded at 
Difcretion-; yet ftill denying that any fuch Perfon 
was under that Roof. 

The' good Gentlewoman begged to know what 
the Matter was ; upon which the Prieft, Father 
Ttay by N:^me, gave them a (hort, but full Account 
of the whole Bufmefs, Said be was forry to difturb 
any Neighbours at their Merriment ; ' but, fays 

• he, a Crime of this Nature, I think, fhould be 

* fciverely puniflied.' 

•-. 'Is 
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' * Is thaf all, cries one of the nbdurnal Soakers ? 
^ If the Dead only have Caufe of Complaint in 
^ this Matter, the Afiair, I believe, mufl: lie over a 
' few Terms longer : It is certainly the Bufinefs of 

* a foreign Jurifdidion ; and at the Day of Judg- 
^ ment, and not before, the Parties (hall have a fair 
^ Hearing. In the man Time, fill up the Bowl^ 

* and let us drown all Animofity.* 

So faid, fo done. Father Tidy and his Friends 
began to quench their Refentments apace : they , 
liftened to Reafon with a pure good Will ; but one 
of them, a Kinfman it feems of the deCeafed Phtlim 
O^Byrnty began to weep at the Remembrance of 
their, former Friend(hlps and Adventures. Upon 
which Father Tidy commanded him to refrain, 
adding, at the fame Timci that nothing was fo eki" 
VffcaisLS SL Tear ; inafmuch, fays he, as it may pro- 
ceed from the Extremity of the different Affedions 
of either Grief or Joy. St. Cyprian has it. La* 
chryma^ Bzz. 

The antient Lady entered heartily into the Con- 
troverfy of the Glals, and recommended Unity and 
Good Will. She faid, it was Pity fo handfome a 
young Gentleman as they denied Quarters to, 
fhould meddle in fuch odd Frolicks : but, added 
(he, perhaps he is feme Surgeon's Prentice, and 
thinks he was doing no more than his Duty. She 
was forry they refufed him Admiflion. 

Why really, fays Father Tedy^ if that be the 
Cafe, 1 ftiould not be again ft receiving him upon 
Terms of Penance, fince it is from the Intention 
only that we are to form an Eftiniate of the moral 
Good or Evil of any human Ad, the Intention is 
every thing, and the Agent is no more than a mere 
Machine in the Cafe. The Intention is every thing. 
Gentlemen. 

N9, Sir, anfwered ia Perfon in a Grazier's Coat^ 
who fat tikt ffogartb^%''?\\^^^ ^\^^otcC\\sax^ ^^ ^^-^ 
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Bowl, there is fomething. more wanting to make 
,up one. of your Sacraments. Due Form, due Mat* 
ter as. well as requifite Intention: for, I find, you 
arc one of thie Pope's recruiting Serjeants here in 
England ; and let me tell you. Sir,- 

Here the antient Lady once more broke in, and 
begged that no difference about Religion or PolU 
ticks fhould hinder her bringing the young Gentle»> 
man into Company, provided it were agreeable to 
the Majority. To which Father 7/^,^ willing to 
drop the SubjeS readily agreed ; and anfwered for 
himfelf and Companions, faying, Madam, if the 
Gentleman be really here, pray introduce him im- 
mediately ; it will be very pleafing to us all. 

Up fprung Dame Kitely ; and with a joyful 
Voice, criied out, Coine, Culprit, come from your 
Hole, you Rogue you : what afleep ! where are you, 
ha ? neither in the Bed, nor undier it ? — By the Lord, 
Gentlemen, he is gone ; and what is ftill worfe, the 
Bride is gone too : aye, here the Sa(h (lands open ; 
was ever fuch an accident ! O Mr. Milkfop^ your 
Bride is,gone : what will your Mother fay ? 
Sure no Harm is done ! For Heaven's Sake, Gen- 
tlemen, get up and purfue, and bring back this 
gijgling filly (jirl. No Harm, I hope, has hap- 
pened. 

At this the whole Company, Bridegroom, Prieft, 
Parfon, and all were in the Fields in a Moment;, 
but, alas I the Scent by this Time was quite cold j 
and Half the Pack at lead were not only at a Lofs, 
but loft themfelves ; fome flaring, foroe reeling, 
fome gaping between Wonder and Surprife, not 
knowing what to fay or do j otl>ers were bufy 
about the Bridegroom, who had tumbled into a 
Ditch, half choaked with Mudd and Filth ; where 
we will leive Father Tcdy and the Parfop bufy to 
tugg and pullliim out, and follow the Bride and 
j^vng Chevalier^ wha had go(, by this Time, as 
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far as Grafs^Intt-Lan^ ; he in bis Waiftcoat, as 
bifiDHret without Headcloaths, and Mifs Jenny in 
her Gown and Under Peticoat, where the Watch, 
in their Horpitality, made Provifion for them in the 
next Round-houfe, 

Her^ the ftripling Knight Errant encountered 
his old Friend Dick Eagle, who was his Senior in 
that Academy, twp whole Hours at leaft, and was 
led in, like him, with a Lady under his Protedion, 
whom be bad purloined that very Evening from her 
Hufband-; a Man of Credit and Confequence in the 
Town of Kingjton upon Thames, 

It Teems he, Richard Eagle by Name, had pre- 
vailed upon her to borrow from her Huiband, 
.without his Knowledge or Confent, fome few 
Trinkets of Value, which, together with her 
Perfon, amounted to a certain Charge well known 
at the OldBaily, by the Name of Felony. 

The DoSor nofoonerfaw Dick, than hecryed 
out. Hah, you Scoundrel, have I met you here at 
laft ? Is this your Roger came tapping, your gouty 
Sir Francis^ you pimping Son of a Whore : a 
common Pimp is a Prince to you, you Whipper 
in of Sodom. I have heard enough of you, you 
Rafcal. 

Hear me, hear me, dear Jack, fays Dick, the 
Fortune was the Thing I had in view. What, re* 
plied the Dodor, on fuch damned Conditions ?■■ 
O you Scoundrel, how like a Thief you look ? 
To which Dick anfwered. If we may judge from 
Appearances, Sir, your Afped is not the moft Or- 
thodox in the World. Pray, Sir, why fo difincum- 
bered: whereas your Tunick, your Qyoif and 
Caftor : methinks the Lady too was a little in 
Hade ; her Drapery is but thin ; mere Gauze in- 
deed. The Climate is warm. I warrant you your 
whole Contour is fomewhat queflionable. Pray 
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tell the Cbnftable and the Jtiry'what you know of 
this Matter. 

WitK that the Company burft into a loud 
Laugh^ and ofiered the Lady a Glafs of Gin to 
' pomfort her, which fhe kindly accepted of. 

Oh, oh, faysZ>/V^, I fee that Mifs is, indeed, a 
Whore, and the youngDoaorher— — — 

Whati you Rafcal, anfwered Jack, is your Leg 
got weifagain? Then knocking up his Heels with 

feat Dexterity, down comes DicJ^ at his full 
ength whap upon the Floor. His Length was 
not extraordinary ; fo fpringing up very nimble, a 
Battle enfued, where fuccefs hting doubtful ; for 
Dapper Dick^ though not near as tall as his Anta- 
gonift, had the Advantage of a good Education at 
Hockley in the Hole^ and managed his Knuckles 
, with fuch Dexterity, that the young Dodor bad 
near enough on't. 

But now the Prince of Darknefs proclaimed a 
Peace, which^ with fome Reluftance, was at laft 
obeyed. 

The Cohftable then defired the DoQor to give a 
fhort, but true Account of his Adventure, which, 
indeed; he did, from the Beginning, wiih great 
ExaQnefs. 

But, fays the Conftable, how came you to prefs. 
the Lady into the Service, with fuch Precipi- 
tation ? 

Jack anfwered, I was no fooner got under the 
Bed, than I heard fomething ftif upDn it, and a 
Voice at the fame Time, which uttered thefe 
Words ; Damn me, what Frolick is this, to put 
the Booby under the Bed ; I think Mrs. Gi fon is 
got into her Tantrams : then, ftretching out her 
Hand, My Dear, fays (he, come in^o Bed ; there's 
enough of fhefe Frolicks: leave the drunken Sots 
rqgerher. I muft confefs my Fears gave way ; I 
could not refitt fo kind a Call, 
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Mifs foon found her Mtftake ; and Things wer^ 
fo far gone, that there was no Remedy but 
going on farther. 

In ihort. Matters went fo well, that (he agreed 
to get out at Window with me, and leave the 
Milkfop her Huiband to wear the Willow, and be 
damned. It was a Match of Mrs. Gibfon*s making, 
for Ends of her own. She did not care if the 
Devil had the Prieft, and the Bridegroom too. 
Mrs, Gibjon^ (he faid, lived at the lower End of 
Little ^een Street -^ kept an Academy, and (he 
was one of her Pupils; but meeting with an Ac- 
cident, in the way of Bufinefs, (he retired to Mr. 
Milt/op's (br her Health ; where he thought pro- 
per, truly, to fall in love with her ; which tender 
Paffion of his through Mother Gib/onh A(nflance, 
foon ripened into Matrimony ; but (he liked me 
much better for a few Nights than him. She did 
not care if the Devil had them all. Here (lands the 
Lady, let her deny it if (he can. 

Not I, by Heavens, fays Mifs Jenny ; but I wi(h I 
had my Cloaths again. 

By this Time his, worthy Friend Dr. Green was 
arrived ; for Jack had fent him Notice how Mat- 
ters flood. The DoQor foon fettled with the 
Conflable ; equip^d the Chevalier with fome Co- 
vering; Mifs Jenny was taken Care of for the pre- 
fent; Dick Eagle and his Damfel were fent to 
Newgate for further Examination ; and fo the Court 
broke up for this Time. 



CHAP. 
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C HAP. II. *^ 

In this Chapter an Incident of afiriking Complexion 
begins to lay open and explain the Text of our in- 
tended Narrative, The Reader will quickly fee more 
of it. 

OU R Dodor went on in the Improvement of 
his Peftlc and fine Perfon. The Harmony 
of the one, the Appearance and Addrefs of the 
other were audibly and vifibly in the Increafe. He 
now began to look down upon the Undertakers 
and Sexton, the Parfon hinrtfelf vouch fafes to be 
his Acquaintance, and often a(ked him to his 
Houfe, nay even the rigid unmufical Ironmonger 
began to foften his Severity ; and, by the Help of 
a little black- Wool (luffed into his Ears, our loud 
founding Syren had by Degrees lefs and lefs Influ- 
ence over his litigious Temper, till z\ laft he could 
(as the faying is) fleep like the Smith's Di)^ uiider 
thc Anvil, nav fnore after Dinner j though then the 
medical Peal was in its higheft Paroxyfm. 

But Chance, or Fortune, or Luck, or what you 
pleafe to call it, would not fuffer this Fiat Lux to 
be longer (hut in from the world. He had, lik^ 
his Brother the Suit, his Race to finifh, and k 
gigaiitic Race it wis indeed. • *. 

It often happens, that the fmiilleft' Springs give 
Motion to the largeft Bodies, the flighted Caufes 
bring the greateft EJBFeds to Birth. 

Lo ! Mifs Jennys among the Multitude of her 
Expertmefits, could not forget fome certain agree- 
able Incidents which happened on her Wedding- 
Night near Pancrafs\ they were working in her 
Memory every now and then^ and fometimes they 
Aruck the Orgatis of her Fancy, 
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all Excellence is founded in Relation, an^ 
are good and bad merely from ComparifoD, 
fhe could not but give the Preference where it was 
certaily due : And Jenny thought herfelf a Judge ; 
yea, fhe was frequent in her Vtfitation to the young 
Chevalier, but not in propria Perfona ; no, (he 
came accoutred in his own Coat, Hat, and Breetches; 
the two firft of thefe Father Tedy had beftowed 
on Mrs. Gibfon as Trophies of the Field near Pan^ 
crafs, the other under Articles were fupplied by 
yack himfelf, in order to carry on his amorous 
Frojed. She came as a young Spark, who flood 
in need of the Do3or's Help in certain Parts of his 
Profeflion. The DoSer adminifiered. The Cure 
went on as a Palliative only, for the Patient often 
relapfed. 

yack*% Miflrefs, about this Time, began to take 
(harp Notice of his Doings. She watched him 
clofe, and thought (he fpyed fomething odd in the 
Behaviour of his Friend and Patient, fomething 
that fent her Fancy back a roving to Vinegar^ 
rard. 

Sir Francis, Did Eagle^ and the Lord knows 
what. Jack, and his Patient, uftd to go up into a 
back Room two pair of Stairs high, in order to 
examine and compare Things together. Where, 
one unlucky Day, the Devil, in the Shape of Cu- 
riofity, prompted the Houfhold-Dove to follow up, 
and peep through a Chink. What was her Afto- 
nifhment ? (he fcreamed, ihe clapped her Hands, 
(he cried out. The Villain Dick Eagle hath undone 
him" Oh Hu(band ! Hu(band I your Houfe is 
cuffed— —Mr. Brady, Sodem and Gomorrah*^ O 
ou fmock-faced Villain I Such a helli(h Prank, and 

at Home too ! Oh Jacky Jack /—.But Newgats 

(hall 

Her 



[ 
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Her Huftand now came running up, Wbj^, 
what the Devil Madam's here ? You'll frigid all 
the Parifli ! 

O the filthy Creatures, Huftand I What a pocky 
Cafe ! — a Fiftula perhaps. — 

The Devil's in the Woman. Is the Houfe on 
Fire? What's the Matter, Jack^ 

I'll tell you, Sir, fays yack, and fpringing, at 
one Leap, he cleared the half Pace, then down he 
ran, and in a Moment reached the Street, leaving 
pooi- yifiny in her Mafquerade, to aft her Part as 
well as (he could. He had an Uncle at Hoxton^ 
near Moorfields^ who lives in the fame Spot to this 
Hour : To him he ran and told his Story. 

Mifs^fff^y, in the mean while, was on her Trial, 
Mrs. Bradyl^s Evidence was point blank. The 
Judge was going to pafs Sentence, but Jenny begged 
a Moment's Refpite, defired to fpeak a Word in 
private with Mrs. Brady ^ where (he foon difcover- 
ed the Haked Truth. She is fent to "fotth-fields to 
take the Air ; where (he ruminates fadly over 
the Hempen Block, and -curfes from her Heart her 
nuptial Night near Pancrafs, 

CHAP. III. 

Matters now^ begin td grow /irhus, and put en an Air 
of Cenfequence. The . Stery begins to look like Bufi- 
nejs* But let us go on . 

OU R Dodor is kindly received by his Uncle, 
who advifed him of all Things to return t9 
bis Mafter. 

. No, fays the Chevalkr, that can never be. I feel 

my Heart enlarge itlelf. Something tells me. 

Uncle, that I (hall, one Day, make the World 

adntire tne. I'll ring no' mott \h« Mortar. I 
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inother Part to slQ. AiTift me to appear in 
MJM|tar Colours. A Fortune I (hall make. Sir. The 
Ladies will obferve this Shape and Perfon. . AMien 
like mine to (land behind a Counter ! 

In {koTt, his Uncle equipt him in the Habili- 
ments of a young Phyficfan, juft going to open'the- 
Campaign ; a large ty'd Periwig, a Suit of Sables, 
Scarlet Cloak, Cane and Sword, 6fr. fs^c. 
' With thefe medical In/fgnia, and his fiiic Per- 
fon, now in the Bloom of Youth and Spirits, out 
he fallies and feels a fecret Pride exulting at his 
Heart; his Pulfe beats high a Fortune ; a 

Coach and Six were ever prefent to his Fancy. 
Another ^ix9t with as warm a Frenzy, but a 
much more pieafing Countenance. 

He had not long purfued his Adventures, be- 
fore he was ftnack by an agreeable young Lady, 
who had, it feems, more Merit than Fortune. 

Love is the-firft and moft powerful of all Beings, 
Ambition, Avarice, and the reft are but Lackqueys 
in his Train. 

TheDoQor pays him Homage. The Match 
is made at Blind-man's buff, and he is married. 
But, alas ! the Honey Moon is melted down — his 
Fever is abated — he begins to flare about, and 
wonders where he is. He finds out, by 'Degrees, 
that a little Cafli might have made his Yoke much 
more agreeable : But that was too vulgar an En- 
quiry for him before Marriage, and was, now alas ! 
a fruitlefs one after it. 

He had got into Debt a good deal, and had no 
Wife's Portion to pay it with. His Mother how- 
ever fupplies him with feveral Sums, from Time 
to Time. But (he foon found that the Doftor coulJ 
fpend more Thoufand* than fhe had Twentys : 
Notwithf^anding (fee let him have one Sum more ; 
the laft he was ever to exped from her. She gave 
hitn thirty Guineas to o^^w Vvv^^vj \^x^ ^^» 
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Thomases Hofpital as a young Surgeon, wher^l^t 
excellent Artift Mr. Chefelden then preilded ^^imi 
whom Chevalier T^aylor received the firft Rudi- 
ments of his Art as an Oculift, and to whom he was 
afterwards an Honour. 

Being now come to Age, he took PoQeffion of 
^18 Manfion-Houfe, as he called it ; but to hit 
great Surprh^, hie found it mortgaged by his Mo* ' 
thef, in. order to diefray tb^ Charges of his Educa- 
tion. He fells it for two hundred Pounds, promifet 
hii Mother her Moiety of that Sum ; which, thro^ 
Hurry or Inadvertence, he forgot to perform. 
And, in his great Generofsty^ he gave his younger 
Brother a Shilling. 

A fine Shop, is npw preparing at Norwich. 
Dlugs are fent for from London^ with an Apparatus 
for cutting for the Stone; : Midwifery, ^c. £^ 
Fine Furniture was not forgot. But, before the 
elegant DoSor could open in form, he was attended 
with more Creditors than Patients. Cutting for the 
Stone he foon laid down, as his (irft Attempt in that 
Way proved unfuccefsful, though the Procefs was 
allowed by ffood judges to be well purfued. 

The Dooior as yet unhackny'd in the Ways of 
Men, had great Regard to his moral and profefTional 
Charaders, notwith(bnding a few family Slips. 
Midwifery he had not long purfued, having it feems, 
a greater Propenflty to make pregnant than to bring 
: forth; as the firft Operation, he faid, was abfo- 
lutely neceflkry to multiply the Species ; whereas, 
in the other Cafe, Nature often did her ownBuiinefs, 
without any Ailiftance from Art. 

Though the DoSor had, at this Time under his 
Tuition, feveral genteel Pupils, who brought him 
in a round Sum ; yet his profufe Way of Living, 
in tefs than fix Months, drove him into San£tuary, 
.where he remained, till his Creditors could be pre- 

vaifed 
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vailed upon to fign a certain Inftrument^ called a 
Lttier of Licenfe. 

\ jKring his Retirement, he got, by way of A- 
inufement, tWb Wenches \eith Child, while his 
Wife was hiity abroad in conciliating his Creditors. 
One of the Girls was brought to-bed about a Fort- 
night befbi'e the other ; when he found it no fmall 
. Difficulty to give Security to the Parifti-Officers. 
Heperfuaded'thedth^i', after her Lying-in, being 
iiow upon the verge of 'a Decampment, to put on 
Boy's Cloaths, attend him as his Page, and fly off 
with' him to Holldn J 'jHwhich ihe did. But an Acci- 
dent there difcovered her Sex, which obliged the 
Dodor to fend her packing Home again, the Laws 
in Holland being very fevere againft fuch Maf- 
queradiiigs. 

The Do3or however, broke the Ice, (as the 
Saying is) \t\ this Country with fome Succefs^ He 
reftored to Sight the Daughter of a rich Jew^ 
which the Faculty had giVen up as incurable ; for 
which Exploit he was very well rewarded by her 
Father. But the E)o£lor thought himfelf in Gra- 
titude obliged to do fomething more for his Money. 
He laboured to clear up the Eye of her Mind, and 
by many feeling Arguments put ftrongly home to 
her, and prefled upon her, was making her a Con- 
vert to Chriflianity as faft as he could. But the 
Doer's 2^al happened to be a little indifcreet : 
For the young Lady's Aunt, overheard his Cafuifty 
(one Day as (he went up Stairs, through the Means 
of a loquacious Bedded $ and being herfelf a /%- 
brtuf of the Hebrews, a Daughter of Abraham in 
the right Line, (he foon apprized the Canaanite her 
Brother, what kind of Miilionary he had got into his 
Family. 

Alarmed at the News, Old Shylock was for put- 
ting him to Death immediately. But his Wife, 
much more inclined to Mercy than be, oppofed it 
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by all Means, and advifed to keep him in clfife 
Confinement, till an Opportunity of fending bffh 
abroad to the Eaji Indies (hould happen, which muft 
foon be, as feveral Ships were getting ready to fail 
in a few Days for that Country ; and then, fays 
flie, he may be difpofed of, without any Danger to 
us, or our Daughter's Reputation : To which 
Propofal, Sbylock^ after fo^ie Difficulty, agreed ^ 
but added he, the Villain ihall take Abdes every 
Day he ftays here. . . 

Now, whether the above Advice, given by the 
Wife, proceeded from Prudence, Pity, or any other 
moral or human Principle, is, perhaps with the 
DoQor himfelf, no fmall Ma.tter of Doubt, fince, 
by fpelling and putting Things together, he has 
Reafon to fufpeS that 'certain JVfotives of quite a 
different Complexion were the real Caufe. But, be 
that as it may, our Occulift is now in the Dark 
himfelf, clofely confined, ..where he fed upon the 
Bread of AfBidion, and drank the Water of Bit- 
temefs for three whole Days together. On the 
fourth he faw Light, which, as Milton fays, ferved 
only to difcover Sights of Woe. 

Lo! now three Olive-coloured, ugly Ruffians 
entered his Dungeon, with rueful Looks, and with 
Lamps in their Hands. They lead him down a 
back Stair-cafe, into a deep and difmal Cellar, 
where he faw the angry Jew^ his Wife and Sifter. 
He faw and trembled. When lo I a large capacious 
Copper CifVern flands ready to receive him. Thither 
the three Ruffians led him. Naked, as he was, 
except about the middle, where fomething like 
AdanCs Figg-leaf did him the like Office, in they 
hove him, and turned at once upon him twenty 
Cocks, which, like the Catarads of Niky came 
rufhing from above, below, and round about him. 
Now, fays the J^w, thou vile Nazanne ! pump 
or drown,*' There was a Puti\\^, ^T\d,vj\vVv 
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Emulation great as Hercules^ tlie Dofiot feized 
it. He labours now for Life — he counterworks 
the Cocks. — He cries aloud for Mercy : But S/>y- 
lick told him if he loved Baptifm, he had now 
Water enough to wafli away his foul Pollutions. 

He toils, and is a Match for all the Currents, 

And now the Smoke, like Mtna\ reeking Top, 
afcends in Volumes from his Forehead. He keeps 
for once a Medium. His Comings-in and Goings- 
out are nearly equal ; it could not laft— the Bal- 
lance now is turned. How unlike his Coffers! 
A Plethory prevails, and he is oppreffed by Ful- 
nefs — the Water rifes as his Sinews flacken — they 
mount triumphant to his Neck. Ah ! there, fays 
Sbyhck, fliould a Halter lodge. They reach his 
Chin. 

And now the Wife cries out for Mercy. The 
DoQor is reprieved — they lay him at his length — 
they give him Breathing-time — they give him Gin 
— he rifes — they lead him to his difmal Manfion. 
Three Days he underwent this watery Purga- 
tory. 

The fourth, at Noon, his Crime being now 
pretty well wafhed away, a fmall Collation waits 
upon him. He wonders much, dnd is refrefhed. 
That very Evening he is carried, gag'd and 
blinded, to a little Houfe near the Water-fide, 
where he is again locked up, but is much better 
treated than at the Jew^s : Here he paffed a Part 
of the Night in no very comfortable Condition. 

The Horror of his late Punilhment, and the 
Apprehenfion of fomething worfe that might en- 
fue, fat troublefome upon his Mind. He has an 
eager longing after a Knowledge of Futurity — 
He wilhes any Weight were thrown in, to fink 
the Scale of Certainty. For to him, in his.prefent 
Situation, fufpenfe, that neutral State^ tb^^t. vw^\v\nrx 
Voj,. I, C ^sw^ 
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one Thing nor another, was much worfe thaa^die 
mod pofuive Evil that could happen. ^*' ■ 

One Refleftron ftill remained to comfort him, 
the Purity of his Intention, and his filial Integrity 
which prompted him to bring over Profelytes 
from all Religions to his fpiritual Mother, the 
Church of England. This was the Staff on 
which his Virtue leaned. In this he found a Prop 
for all AffliQions. Nay, he looked upon himfclr, 
in fome fort, to be a Martyr \ and was determined 
to perfevere. 

In the midft of thefe folcmn Refleflions, what 
was his Amazement, to fee enter the Chamber, 
one of his Body- Guards, with a Sabre and a Lan- 
thorn ; who commanded our MifTionary to rife 
and follow him, without fpeaking one Word. The 
DoQor did fo. Hie led him through back Lanes 
iand narrow Streets, to where a Coach flood, at 
the Extremity of the Town ; then, pointing to 
him to ftep into it, he made his Bow and fuddenly 
was gone. 

The DoSor obeyed, and met in the Coach a 
gay young Chevalier, richly habited, who made 
a fign to him to continue filent. The Coach 
roll'd away with Speed ; and, when the Morning 
appeared, he found himfelf four Leagues from 
the City of Amfterdam. His Fellow-Traveller 
had been upon the referve till now ; when, with 
the rifing Sun, he revealed himfelf, and with equal 
Beauty flione upon the' World. It was indeed the 
charming Dthorah, the DoSor's Patient and en- 
hghtened Profelyte, that was her Name, the Jevj^s 
Daughter who had contrived this Method of ILfcape 
for her two-fold Phyfician. They embrace, re- 
joice — Oh fuch a Change- of Fortune ! They 
whirl on to the Hague^ with Defign to embark 
for England, 

Deborafr 
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Dehorab bad taken Care to fccure a large Sum* 
with Diamonds of great Value. They are arrived 
— took Lodgings.-^Our Chevalier lived with his 
lovely Convert, who walked in her Difguife (of 
a yoimg Gentleman of Quality) during their Abode 
in this agreeable Place. 

It was the DoQor's Lot (whofe Life mud be 
chequered) to meet, at a Vifit which he made 
to a Clergyman, his Friend, a renegade Friar, 
of the Order of St. Dominic^ who, having fled 
from his Convent on meer religious Motives, 
came to Holland^ to abjure the Popijb^ and embrace 
the Protiflant Communion. The Minifter, to 
whom he addreffed himfelf, promifed to apply 
to the Government in his. Favour. He told him, 
the DoQor was an earned good ProfeJIant and an 
EngUJhman ; to whom he might with great Safety, 
unbofom himfelf. He advifcd him to lodge in 
the fame Houfe with the DoSor, till his AflFairs 
were. fettled. The DoQor invited him heartily 
to his Hotel, whither the Dutch Parfon, the 
FrenchFThr, and the Ubiquitarian ChtvaWtr quickly 
repaired. 

The Friar foon appeared to be a Gentleman 
of fine Tafte and Learning, together with an 
Addrefs and Politenefs far above the Sphere of St. 
Dominic. 

The Friar and the Doflor grew every Day 
more and more good Friends — they agree to fet 
out together for England. The Friar was far from 
being poor. A Fortnight paffed in this agreeable 
Situation. The hatidfome Deborah dill making 
one of the Company, in Chara6!erof our Cheva- 
lier's Kinfman. Never did Dr. Taylor pafs a more 
agreeable Interval. 

The Friar, by this Time, had caft his Coat, 
and appeared in a brilliant Habit, which bed be- 
oitnehim. He fung, he davvecA^ vi-^^ \^\\v^^\'^^ 

/^ C 2. 'J^'^NSiV 
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a Story admirably. He often amuXed himfelf 
with the DoQor's Coufin ai a Game at Chffft. 
He did every Thing with a Grace and Manner 
which fpoke the higheft Breeding, without the 
Icaft Pedantry. He faid, h was his Difguifc ; for 
he cxpeQed every Moment to be purfued from 
France^ as he was a Perfon o^ Family, and had 
renounced his Religion. 

In fhort, Deborah and he exchanged one Con- 
fidence for another ; and, by unbottoning a little, 
Deborah made no Sciuple, ?t laft, of letting the 
Friar into her whole Story. She begged his Ad- 
vice and Afllftance, which he gave, and promifed 
her with great Gladnefs. They fat whole After- 
noons together; when the Friar, to divert bis 
Anxiety, would make her fomc Tenders of Gal- 
Jantry, not with any ferious Intention to be fure ; 
•but rather as an Exercife of his Faculties, and to 
dtfllpate the Lady's Ghagrine. But the next 
Chapter (hall inform you, how far his Philofophy 
was a Match for his Love, and what followed in 
Confequence thereof. 



C H A P. IV. 

yZv Reader has now the Clue in his Hand ; and^ 
without conJ4iringy may guefs at what follows in 
this Chapter. But heJhaUknow the Particulars. 

THIS friendly TrafBck went on, it Lems, 
with warm Sjccefs ; and re'ined itfelf into 
fomething more feraphic than meer Good -w ill ; 
or what the unfeeling Part of Mankind call Fnend- 
fliip. There was Sentiment it*'s true, in this Ex- 
change ofkindnefs: But meer Sentiment is too 
.cold a Commerce, The Pathetic and tlie Heart 

muft 
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muft be infufed; The Friar himfelf explained it 
all,' and put his Leffon into Pt-aSice with great 
Energy of Soul ; nor was Debcrab a whit behind* 
in her Proportion ; as the Chevalier himfelf, with, 
fome Eniotibn, was foon* convinced of, at his Re- 
turn from vifiting his Friend the Clergyman ; 
who charged him with fome important MefTage 
to the Friar: For Jie was now purfued from 
France^ 

I fay the- Chevalier^ coming to his Lodgings in 
great Ibfte^ and ftepping tip Stairs to acquaint 
h?s Friend with what he heard, he there furprized 
Dehrab and Father Dominic much in the fame 
Attitude and Employment that Mrs. Brady had 
feen him and his Bride Jinny. The Doftor, no 
ftria VotAry^ to Virtue himfelf, felt upon this 
Otrcafiov a- kind of Refentment> that arofe rather 
from Itatereft than Principle. 

Deborah bad get fome Hold on his Affedions 
and Gratitude, and the Friar on his Friendfhip ; 
both which he found a little troublefomc to part 
with at one Pluck; He was tempted to break open 
the Door for that was locked, and reek his Ven- 
geance at a Blow. But Prudence this once put 
hcrfelf between him and his Paffion. He fretted, 
paufed, confidered, and fo went down Stairs again 
with full Refolution to tell the Parfon what a 
Hopeful Pair oPProfelytes they had got in hand. 

He no fooner turned the Corner of the Street, 
than he met with one 0* FurreU an Irijh Gen- 
tleman then in the French Service, whom he 
Knew formerly in L^ndm ; where he healed up 
ieveral Scars received by the Captain in the Wars 
of Venusi 

O* Pgrrel embraced him with great Show of 
Friendfliip ; and told him. There was a Country- 
man of hi$>. an Eocle(iafti(p of great DlftmAlon^ 
C 3 H\\Jfiw 
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with whom he would make him acquainted ; and 
begged tht Honour. of his Cqmpany to dine with 
tl)^m that Day, ^'not^^ngaged. 
r '^X'he i4o<9tiDi; mad^^ no. Scruple Jo cprnply in 
hcptsit might diflip^tejthe;Chagrln. his. late Dif- 
tovery had cccafioned,7---So together they went to 
. a Tayjern, where they dined .very chqarfully, and 
drank a Bottle^of .the beft. 

0' Farreiy as he grew warm told the DoQor, 
he would acquaint him, in Confidence of his 
Filendihip, with an ASai^^of fome Monxent; 
not doubting in., the lead of his Advice and Aflif- 
tarK?^. .; ^ * ■ • . •' !. 

To which Tayhr anfwered, fay on, and never 
doubt me. 

Then fays O' Faml, I am to tell you. Sir, that 
my Friqjvl the Clergyman >nd I. are. come into 
Hcllandy in purfuii of a Gcqtlemani^i.Brpther 
of his Order, who has unhappily.^oped from his 
Convent. But that is not all, added the Captain^ 
he has carried off with him, a Sum of Money^ 
and Jewels, of great Value^ the Property of a 
yourg Lady his own Kinfwoman : For indeed he 
is come of a very good Family. .And this ugly 
Slip, fays he, will be a great Difgwcelo his 
Family, and his Order bofide. I vrpujd give a 
good deal to hearof him» , ,. 

The Dodor inftantly fmoked<|he Affiiir; and 
afked them fome leading Queftions. Every I'hing 
tally'd exa<Sily. They drew the Friar's Pidure 
to a Hair. 

And now our Chevalier's. Mind began to wpcfe. 
He held a Councrl withij^. j, Thfiire JealouCy .and 
Refentment opened the Caufe in Favouf ., of Q* 
jFV?f r#/ and - his Friend. They pUad^;,warmly. 
But, on the other Hand, Honour, FriendAip and 
Grstiiiuit would needs, ha heard loo. They made 

fome 
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come Impreffion ; and the Ballance now was al- 
moft equal. 

When O* FarrePs Friend, perceiving ihe Doc- 
tor's Sufpenfe, told him with great Franknefs, 
that he jodged him to be more a Gentleman and 
a good Chriftian, than to refufe his Aid in fo 
laudable an Affair^ as bringing a foul Criminal 
tojuftice: So faying, he pulled from his Finger 
a Ring of fome Value, which he begged the 
Dodor would accept of ; nay he put it on him- 
felf- 

This was. too rftuch — this turned the Scale. 
And Father Dominic and Mifs Deiy were both 
mifltng the next Day. The Thing made a Noife. 
—The Parfon, enquiring at the Lodging, was 
told. That the Chevalier went out in the Mor- 
ning, but did not return as ufuat to Dinner ; but 
fent a Coach in the Evening wiili an Invitation 
to the two Gentlemen to fup with him at a 
Tavern. 

The Parfon applied to the Government, who 
offered a Sum for bringing back the Friar; and 
ordered all the Roman Catholic Clergy in that 
Diftrid to be put intoclofe Confinement, till Father 
Dominic was forth-coming. 

The Do€tor took to his Heels, well knowing 
that the Confequence .would be fatal to him. 
He took Shipping with a good round Sum in his 
Pocket, and landed in ' England ^ with a Mixture 
in his Mind of Triiimph and Rcniorfe, 
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C H A P. V. 

Hire the Scene is changed ; and the Suije^, if h 
iofed, will not he left entertaining in the Sequel. 

HE appears grand ; and made fonie Progrefs 
in his Fame for giving Light, with the other 
profeflional Feats : For he praQifed yet as a Phy- 
ijcian and Surgeon. 

In general he became more and more extrava-- 
gant. He grew giddy with Succefs, and oveiihot 
all Bounds.— He is again brought low in Fortune. 
When meeting with a Mountebank in the Weft 
of England^ he agreed to join him with all (he Stock 
of Knowledge^ Effrontery, Dexterity, Elocution 
and Addrefs, which he had gathered up on the Con- 
and elfcwhcre. 

No General was ever better qualified to take the 
Field, than was our DoCtor to mount the Stage 
itinerant. 

Bills were printed for the firft Time, and handed 
about, ihofc conftant Poftlliions of his Fame, his 
Forerunners ever after j to fignify that a regular 
bred Artift, out of meer Humanity, had for the 
firft Time, qondefcended to appear on high, for 
the public Good. He had prepared an elaborate 
and eloquent Oration, which Fate and a rniny 
Da^ hindered him from delivering. But as the 
Original is in our Hands, we will give it to the 
Reader in the Words that follow : 

:7b9 Mount thanVs Speech. 

THE Vftii^t of Good^ my worthy Country- 
nflcni Is •((> commanicate itfelf. Good isa 
communicative Thing. Good is not felfifb, or 
foUtary* Good is sa Good» except it is difFufed. 
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Grood, like a Dunghill, is good for nothing, till it 
is-fpread about ; and for the Matter of that, no 
more is a heap of Gold ttfelf. 

This Remark -the Banker and^ the Hufbandman 
will judge a good one; The Mifer may* perhaps' 
put' in his Exception ; but my hord Bacon^ and the 
Crold Finder will both tell him, that he lies. And, 
what is GokL;. or even Dung itfelf, a much more 
ufeful Commodity ? I fay, what is citherof themi 
or both of them, when they are compared to the 
Manure of the Mind? when they are compared 
to Knowledge^, to faving Khowledge ; fuch faving 
Knowledge is jhe greateft Good of Mortals ? Gold 
and Dong, are Creatures of the Earth ; Know- 
ledge is the Child of Heaven. A Thief may 
fteal the Gold, and Farmers carry off the Dung ; 
but. Gentlemen, no Thief,. but Death, can rot> 
you of youn Khowledgev 

Knowledge is your ow»-; a Treafure withiir 
youj which can never be. made Icfs by fliaring it 
with a Friends 

That*si andther Point, in^ which, it ffogs your: 
Sold. He that* has Knowledge, and will' not 
eommunicate^ is the worft of Mifers.- Ktiowledge 
is the. Food. of the Mind, and tbe Medicine of' the: 
Body.. 

Butj muft* a- Man of Skilly therefore, keep a 
Brcacher'soi'. a^Chemift's Shop, fit ftill and ex-- 
peS his Neighbour to come .in with their Money 
aiidpurchafe by the Pound? No, Gentlemen, a 
Man of benevolent Pa(rts, who* loves the World,, 
mufti go. abroad, nuiil travel with his Ware; not 
like a fat old, rich Brazier, who fits behind his-^ 
Counter exchanging hisDrofs for- real Gold. No, 
Sirs, but like an honeft Tinker, who trots about > 
flom Place to Place, who rings his Brafs, .and- . 
brings the Bees together. He can mend the ' 
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Houfewife*8 leaky Kettle in her own Sight 9>iid 
Hearing; and bcr Hufband too may fee him do 
it. — 

' Parifh Par fona arc lazy Fellowa. Once a V/eek, 
indeed, they open Houfe, ferve up the fame oldr 
falhoned Mefs, and all the Country far and near^ 
jnuft conrie to hear them forfooth. 

The trading Juftice is another fedefttajy Rogue, 
who leans upon his Elbow in his Office, and makes 
the Bible do the Devil's Work. 

The Apothecary, Gentlemen, is a Knave^ who 
keeps his Poifon in a Heap, and maltcs it flill more 
lankj'by lying long together. 

The Mountebank, my Friends^ or travelling 
Leech, he gives his Medicines Air; they travel 
with hirafelf, for Health ; and what they gain by 
going about they give. 

The Mountebank's the Man of faving Know- 
ledge. He'll keep no Shop neither,^ like the 
Preacher, Chemift, Brazier, Parfon, trading Juf* 
tice, or Apothecary, thcfc- local, lazy Weeds,, that 
fatten and rot upon the Ground tbcy cumbeff. 

The Mountebank is like the Tinkei in his 
Trudge, the Judge upon his Circuity the Biftmp" 
in hia Vifitation, the DoQpr iii his. Couot ty C^i I, 
•and IFhltefitld in his Province. — • 

The Mountebank, or Travelling-DoaoT is Fike 
the Sun, the Patron of hsia Art,, be .(hfai® .out) £af 
-and near ; he blazes as he tratek: . ■ • . " " .'• ' 

Publick Spirit, amortg'the G^teh'^vA Romahsy 
was reckoned the WgWeft Vihue:... The Peirfoa 
who poffleffed thait notta Quality^' was carHed a: 
Patriot. . -i-. • • 

A Man might be a Patriot^ intbofeD&ys, witJ> 
outflirring much abixjad. If hie tuaYelfed to th» 
Towa-Houfe, from fome neighboiilring Street, andi 
there .* got up upon whatihey'jcallcd,.ia jHoftrBm* ' 
or fooielhing made of -old. l^hips Rudders, and 
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talked an Hour or fo, about Corruption^ Liberty 
and the King of Partbia^ hi* Work was done at 
once 5 the Alderman was dubb'd a Patriot, and all 
the Neighbours worfliipped him. How cheap wat 
Honour purchafed in thofe Days ? In latter Agei 
the Thing was better underflood, when the prince- 
ly Fa fh ion of Knight-Errantry firft prevailed in the 
Workl.'. Tlien did the true publick Spirit kindle 
up the Souls of Heroes, pious Sons of Hardy- 
hood and Honour, to fally forth in Defence of In- 
nocence oppreffed and injured Virtue, forfakina; aU 
for Honour's fake, and wedding as it were their 
Virtue to the publick Good ; not like our modern 
Militia, who grumble at lofing fight of their own 
Dunghills. Thefc Gentlemen- bid farewcl to all 
domeftic Allurements, Fcrefts, Heaths, inchanted 
Caves, and Caflles, Giants, Rogues and Robbers, 
and all the Inftruments and Powers of Darknefs';. 
with thefe they waged inceflant V/ar, in fpighl 
of Hunger and Cold, in fpite of Toil and Danger, 
in fpite- of broken heads and broken Ribs, they 
fiill rode on triumphaot ; they were Honour's true 
Apoftles; nay they fuffered Martyrdom in fighting 
for that Goddefs. The renowned ^ixote will 
inform you more. 

What think you then. Gentlemen, of us who 
fland before you in this exalted Light ? What think 
you. Sirs, of me who trampling on all Temptations, 
to fit ftill fpurning at Wealth and Grandeur, 
DiftinQion and Aplplaufe; who, I fay, in fpite <9f 
all this, have made myfelf a Footftool of thcfe ve- 
ry Motives, in Order to raife me up to this exalt- 
ed Station ? 

I am now the tailed Mati among five Thoufand. 
I look down upon you all, but it is with the Eyes 
of Pity and compafTion for yonr many Ailments 
and Infirmities, My healing Dews (hall foon de- 
fend upon you. My Medicine, like the Manna 
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in the Wildernefe^. fiiail fall in Showers around 
you, and reflore your Peace. 

Lam the Man of Knowledge, mentioned as 
above,, who fcomed to fit at Home» and deal it 
out in Scruples. 

• I and: the communicative M^n, who gives it- to 
his Friends in^ Handfuls. My Manna^ I fpread 
about, my Gold I circulate y my Virtue (hall re- 
vive yoU). my Knowledge ihall* prefer ve you: 

I am- your. Champion in the Caufe of Health; 
I trample down the Dragon called Difeafe. I' 
pull oufe his Sting and fend him foon a> packings. 
: No Hofpital ftaJl fland hereafter, with Charity 
on the Face, and Knavery In the Heart. No 
La2Uir-Houfe, thcfe Sores of Honefty, (halFhcnce 
infefi the Land-, and rob the Purfes of the Pub*- 
lie to botfler ufi the Lazy, and the Ignorant. No^ 
Gentlemen, the{e Citadels of Fraud (hall foon be 
fcattered. 

. fiehold the BuHet that^ (hall demolifh them^ 
This Pill; this mighty Pill, when (hot from the 
Artillery of my Knowledge,, (hall lay them all in 
RubbiAi» 

This Bullet fliall deftroy that Pyihon.the Alpothe* 
cary, and Health and Honefly (hall (ing afrefb 
through the Land: 

This Pill (hall counteraft Pandora'^ Box, and 
drive away all phyfical and moral Evils y that is> 
Gentlemen,, all Pifeafc and DoQors, ^o Rock 
(hall then remain ; no French Diftemper, ,no PilH 
or Drop, excepting mine, (hall foon be heard of; 
no glittering Equipage to dazzle vulgar Eyes ; no 
boifterous Eloquence to ftun their Ears* Thislitr 
tie Pill (hall do the Work, in Silence. It is a 
World of healing Virtue, a Globe .4?£: Jalutary 
Good ; nor need you dig into its BQiy!^fe;for the 
precious Balm, it is all but one contihudt!^ Virtue 
unmixed^ on^ pure Elixic unailoy.ed^ ther^face 

%5A. 
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9t\i the Center arc the fame ; it is a Univerfe of 
CcKxiy the true Cathoiicon of Man. 

Let no Horrors henceforth hang upon the fierce 
Embrace of rapid Lovers^ or damp ttieir extatie 
Toy with Apprehenfions of the foul Difeafe* 
This little No/hum is your Sword and Buckler % 
this (hall beat down every Fnncb Antagonifh 
This is your Palladium, This precious Shield 
was dropped from Heaven. This Heal-fione of 
the friendly Atmofphere. 

Jamesh Powders are not more potent in their 
Province, that Foe to Fevers. 

But mark me. Sirs, this little Pill is like the King 
of Prujpa. It is a Match for many. It re/emb- 
Icth^ in its Power the Ried of j/arcn. It fwallow- 
eth up all other Medicines and Dif^afes too*. * It 
is in that refped the Gulph of all human Care^. 

Confider then, my Countrymen,, had 'I fat fiilK 
at Home, and kept this mighty Secret to myfelf^ 
what would become of the bulk of mankind ? Ono 
QUff or Town, perhaps had reaped the Benefit of 
this amazing Medicine, a Medicine of noore Uti^ 
lity to Mankind than all the Longitudes, and per- 
petual Motions in the World. I fay, this ineftt-- 
mable.PilL might then have rendered immortal a • 
Parifli or two. Perhaps that is the narrow Cir-- 
de of my own particular Cuftomers, whilft all 
the Sons and Daughters- of //i/^m • befides, were 
left a.Prey to Apothecaries, Quacks, Difeafe and 
Death. Ah I what a dreadful Confequence muft 
have followed fuch a locals Cad of Mifid in me ^ 
. But, Thanks to Heaven, my I>welling is the 
Univerfe. . 

The World** a^ wife. Man's Homo. What a 
Wretch were I5 if- the Love. of Money, or the. 
Love of' Eafe had fixed me, like a Pump or ViW 
lory,: to .one fordid Spot! No, Gentlemen, a 
flixii^iBliilanthropy hadfelz^d m:} l^<^9k\\« W^t^T^ 



^ 
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ed abroad with Pity on my Kind— my Bowels 
yearned on the human Race. In (hort I fold off 
kW, joined wiih Dr. Green ; and here I (land be- 
fore you, in the Prime of Youth and Vigour, with 
all my Faculties of Mind and Body in their ut- 
moft Prime, at- tlieir vertic Point of high Pcr- 
fedion: Every Thought and Sentiment^ every 
Joint: and Meoiber I cor>fecrate to publick Uf«. 
Myfelf, and all I have, I dedicate to you. 

AlcideSi in his Time, was fuch a Man as I am- 
His Knowledge, Courage, Virtue* Strength, his 
Club, and a'l were offered to his Country's Ser* 
vic^. He travelled far and near,, and made the 
World the better for him. 

JEfcukpius himfelf> the Father of the Faculty,, 
was a Sort of Mountebank : He went about, \u 
true, on Foot ; nor is it fully clear, that he mount- 
ed any Stage ; Tradition there is fomething doubt- 
ful. But he went about, he culled his Simples, 
andhejnilked his Goats, aJminiflring as he went 
from Town to Town ;..ncr did his Dog remain be- 
hind him. He dreamt not of a gilded Chariot, or 
a (hining Fee ; nor was he warmed by a chymic 
Fire. H^ never heard a mortar ring in all his 
Life. A ClyAer'-Pipe wa& then as little kaown as 
Printing. 

It is a I>oubt among the learned, if tvtv JEfcu-^ 
kpius felt a Pulfe, or not. In this they all agree, . 
he did not cjure a Clap. JKfculaptus ^ Sirs, was 
nothing if compared to me. Ahd let me fpeak it 
out, the breathing tribe of all his prefent Sons 
this little Pill (hail fupcrfede. The. Faculty (hall 
fall, and Funerals fliall be fcarce. The -Sex- 
ton, in Defpair, fhall throw his Spade afide, and 
dance about with Bear and Fiddle. The Parfon 
fliall feed on Chriftenings'.and Weddings, The 
Wedding Mufic ami the Morning Drum fliall oft bo 
ht»rd^ bm f€l<iom, fcldom. (hall .tii^^Pafling-Bett 
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athwart the everling Concert toil,, and 'm^x MorU- 
Vny with- Nfufic^ . The Undentcokers then (hallail 
turn Dancing-Maflcrs ; and Dodors play upon 
the Pipe and Tabor* Their moral Caterers, the 
juft Apothecaries^ (hall fling their Gallipots upon 
the Dunghil^ feil;SldloQp.at Corners, to Shae^blaclc8» 
and 4o^ l/r«m^.-Walkers-; .or open Cook^^Shops in * 
Porridgi'Iflandf ' Vinegar-TT^rdf 'and Long-^Ditcb^ 
W*fhninfttr\ inftead of Pills and Drugs, to drcfe 
up Beef and Cabbage for Carmen, and for Porters. 

Oh! what a Falling-ofF is this ! How many 
Volumes then (hall greedy Vulcan fwallow ! 
What Vaticans of medical Report (hall .then be 
filent ? How poor Hypothefis (hall bleed ? I fpeak. 
to you the Attorneys of the Faculty, you Clylbeit- 
giving Tribe : I tee you grin with murky,' lowririg 
Looks, with meagre, cloudy, gallows Faces-; your 
Chariots (hall come down ; you'll foot about again 
in (ultry Weather, and turn the Tallow in your 
Faces to red. You'll give good Pennyworths in 
the Strand again ;: that*& the Market for Sallocp. 

Hf^w Guefs-work now (hall go to wreck I How 
hoar Credulity (hall drop her Looking-Glafs and 
Spectacles, and grope about for fomething Certain ! 
How vain Authority Hiall then look blank ! when 
Learning urg*d by IVuth, (hall open but her 
mufty Roll, and fling the dale commiflion, by fonw 
few Exceptions, in this general Wreck. — Merit, 
immortal Merit, mr;kes Sages, that are Proof to 
Fire ; wboie Books arc incumbullible, and only 
vith the World fhail burn. 

I fee the Hand of pure, impartial Criiicifm cull 
them from among the Heaps of Tinder, juft 
catching at the Flame, and place them high upon 
the fatme Shelf wUh Bacony Lock and TW^, with 
Jtddifm and Plato \ !thefe Authors are but few> 
whO[ eScape the fiery Trial,, the EngUfh ones t 
j[n«Bn'j::piai Ibrefffi^rs, I few,, ajtfi ^>»^ %^ \ ^^^*^ 
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Names I think are, Sydenhamy Freind^ fVellivood, 
Garth and Mead;^ thefe of former Times* The. 
prefent Sons of Praflicaare equal in their Claim,, 
and ihall live as long as they did; that is till they 
die* But then tiheir Works ihall (lay behind them,, 
and look as fre(h as theirs at Doom's-Day^ 

Let mc-ftlc^ in^ this Hurry,., none but Firft-rates 
will be viflble. O,, aye, ihtxt'^ Hulfe and Heber^ 
din, fagacious learned Nugeat, and my tivelV 
Name*s faka Tajior,, a poliftied little Gem ; thelc 
may go on out of meer Decency, while, they, 
chufc ; but the Bufinefs drops with.tbenr. They 
nfiuft not propagate.. 

What a. wond^rfuf working Pill is this ! — 7 he 
I!>o£tors and the Water-men (ball be ufeleis foon^ 
alike; the one, when the new Bridge is boik«; and- 
the other,, when t have got my Patent, Why, I^ 
Aall drive thefe Fellows out of Eafliibn, as the 
Mufquet did the Bow and- Arrow. My Bullet 
here, th'is little Pill, is w5onh a^houfand Archers* 
Thefe Sons of Pbabus (ball (hoot their Shafts no 
more againft the Moon^a^nd. wound, the PatieDt's> 
Pocket. 

My honelt* Battery is. U veiled at'the: whole Alirv- 
ance of. all human Maladies. Down they go, at one 
invincible Broadfide. What need fo nnany Ways.- 
to difpatch poor* Texvftr^ fin?e one will do ? 

Brevity in Buflnefs, Gentlemen, is the Life of 
Xrade. What Stalues, Sirs, what Columns (halt: 
he reared to me! But not at Spaw^ at Brijlol^ 
or at Eath^ nor yet at Leyden:. My Trophiesi 
ihall alcend in Cities full of Luxury, where riots 
J»y, where Vetms, Bacchus^ and the Mufes make 
their lov'd Abode,, where Pleafure reigns unfoiPd 
hy Carey and<Mtrth and Fancy* fweep the gay:^* 
nonzjosi\ that is, they'll like me better at St» 
jfams's End of the Town, tham TtX.WbjteCbapdy 
4^ Ji^/imr\ better, than at Z/«y<PU. Though ^ow. 
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of late, as Things have taken a Turn, Ms hird 
to tell the Courtier from the Pedlar ; the Ex-- 
tbange^ forfooth is like the Drawing-Room, though 
a little aukward in the Copy^ as once the Afs 
vould imitate the Spaniel. When Tradefmen's 
Wigs are hung with empty Bags to them^ I trem- 
ble for tiieir Heads and Pockets, 

Should old Sir Thomas Grefbam animate his 

' G^tbic Statue, and look from thence upon his meta- 
nU)rphos'd Acre, he would hiefs himfelf, and 
think, that ail America had fent her mimic Tribes 
to pradlife Counting Houfe Congees, where WaU 

ftngbam^sA Burleigh ufed to meet; for they would 
mix with Merchants. Merchants are the Pillars of 
• tbe State, robufl and plain, the Tufcan or the Dtric 
If you will. Their Office is to ftand abroad, to bear 
up the Weight of all the incumbent Palace. The 
foft exuberant, Corinthian ; or the Harlot decked, 
wanton, -proud Compoftte^ (hould rank for idle Or* 
naments within, and not fupport. Tear off ye 
Sons of Traffic, thefe gaudy good-for-nothing 
Trifles ; give them back again to French Lacquies, 
to Fencing-Mafters, to fifth- rate Players, to Opera 
Things. Let not a Citizen be feen to wear them. 
Let the Citizen rejoice in this. This is his Shirt of 
Mail, his Shield and Buckler in the Walks of C9- 
vent Garden, his Viaticum^ his Antidote, his 
Safeguard in that Epifode of Peril. 

This Pill, this fmgle Pill is worth a Plumb on 
the other Side of Temple-Ear. The aldermanic, 
fol)er Merchant, with this Preventive in his Poc- 
ket, may vifit the Exchange in Row-Street with- 
out an oil'd Surtout ; He may traffic in all Wea- 
thers, and take ^enny Douglas at her Word ; nor 
tieed he dread a Quarantine at Home. No Family 
fafts on that Account. Ineftimable Pill ! It is 
Lov^s Infurance-Ticket, given out at CttfW&oy*^ 
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Fir€-Office. It is an Amulet. It is a Miracle of 
Military Virtue, at perpetual War with every 
Thing that gives Difeafe. 

How the Rheumatifm, Gravel, Gout and Cho- 
lick, with all the veteran Phalanx, and the ligh^r 
arnned Troops, the whole chronic Camp, with 
every black Battalion, -(hall lay their dreaded 
Banners at my Feet, and beg for fo ft Conditions ; 
hut Hah ! this envious . Rain feems to take their 
Part, and is indeed their old Confederate. But 
let it deluge on ; not all the Elements, with Lux? 
ury combined, fhall fiand againft t|;iit Pill ; nay, 
not all the Faculty to aid them, and their deftruc^p; 
tive Equipage to boot. 

Bat the Rain, I fee, will fcatter us. It may 
prevent. my Eloquence, but not my Art, You 
need not fear a Cold; hcre.ii ygur R'lding-Coat 
and Boots. But (lill it comes down fader. The 
Prince of air has Notice of my Pill, and takes - 
Ihis Method to pfevcut its Virtue ; it is like his 
antient Pranks. Some Conjurer has fet him on. 
Aye, it. thunders too — it is Time to go — I have 
got no Shield againft Lightning, That Laurel is 
to fpring. Hah, hah, that . flafli came near my 
Whifkers. We mufl: bieak up. There's a Rat- 
tle for ypu f How it rumbles roi^nd the hollow 
Cieling ! Another big Broad-fide — down I ^ome 
• — 'tis Time to houfe — ^il fpoiled my fine Ora^ 
tion but my Pill is dry. 

Farewel, my honeft Gentlemen and worthy 
Friends. Remember what I have faid — This 
Storm has brok^ in upon me — We'll meet again 
on Siatunhy, . 



Ctt ^p• 
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C H A P. VI. 

Her^ our Inctdents an Ihifting lime and place con^ 
. iinually ; which will ajford it chequered Tale in- 
deed. But the Reader will net take our fVord, J 
hope, . ^ 

A Gentleman of the Faculty, in that. Neigh- 
bourhood, had the Curiofuy.to find who thi« 
regular Adventurer, could be. He meets the Docj- 
tor, and difcovers in him fo much res^l Merit, that 
he pcrfuaded him of all Things to check the Am- 
bition which fpurred him to afcend the Stage. And 
finding NeceiTity w^s as much in Fault as ihe 
f)o£bor*s Inclination, he generpuiQy lent him a Sum 
of Money to fet up once more* with, and rcfcuedt 
by that Means, our incomparable Artift froip (he 
Brand of a common Mountebank. 

Here he' flood. his ground about fiKteen 'Months^ 
as Phyfician, Apothecary and Surgeon* ^But 
meeting with a Farmer's Daughter at a neighbour- 
^ing Village, whom Mr. Cbefelden had reflored to 
Sight, it had the fame EfFc6k upon him that the 
Siaiue of AlexarMr at Rhodes \\9.ii upOT Julius 
Cafar\ hi$ Soul diflended at the Sigh|— -hie felt 
the God within, him -^ he kir.d|es witji the I^ove 
of Glory, fells oflF his Shop and Surgeon's Imple- 
ments, that vulgar Apparatus ; he pays the Gen- 
tleman the Sum he lent hi^n, and with the few re- 
maining Pieces fets of in ^ Coach ^and four, 'very 
early in ihe Morning. 

He ^commericcs Qculiil folely, renouncing. all 
Commerce wiih any mechanic and degradi.ng Pro- 
feffions, as he called them.. Jle writes a Treat if<? 
upon. CataraSs, whjch was foon republiflicd, and 
dedicated,., in a veiry pompoqs Stile, to.the- latie 
QS^^''* • ' ./^ . -^ ■ X :.. 
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prefently his Body is inverted, his Heels are drawn 
Op to the Cieling, and his Head now pointing to 
the Center, whe'ii lo! a large Cedar Refervoir is 
thrown open very near his Nofe, and ftirred up 
from the Bottom by a Dozen rdeking red hot Po- 
kers, Reader, imagine wh^t favoury Exhalati- ' 
ons muft afceritf ; it.ftupified his earthly Senfes. 

Overcome by fnch ^xceflive OJour he hung in- 
tranged. All Marks of Life were fled, feeing, 
heariitg, nay fmcllingare to him, but Things in- 
different ; fo totally iabftraded wis his Senforium. 

The Fiends relent, they let him down at laft. 
He lies motionlefs a-while, with flaring Eye-Balls 
and with lolling Tongue. 

They let in Air. He returns tinwHling to the 
hated Light. He breathes, he groans, lie fnorfs, 
he cries out, Murder. The Watehnrcn, to whom 
he is now configned, take Pofleflion of the fumi- 
gated DoSor. 1'hey bear him to the Rounds 
Houfe. 

One Comfort ftill among his Sufferings ftuck by 
him; his Money, Watch, his Diamond Crofs and 
Ring were all fafie. They were, indeed, a Ihtle 
tirnifhed, and fuffered, like himfelf, a fad Eclipfe. 
'He tbok Snuff immeafarablyi and caft about his aro- • 
matic Effence. Nothing could fweetcn his polluted 
Fancy. The Cedar Chcft and fiery Pokers were 
ftill reeking in his Brain. He wifhed for the Dutch- 
man\ Ciftern and all its rufhing Streams. His Ima- 
gination flunk. Ntft all Arabia could perfume that 
Box. ■ The Witchmen, nay the Gold-finders now 
ffand aloof; no hurfian Nofe could bear it. Nor is 
even this the worft Indignity : A had Name^ as iS*^ 
lomon fays, ./; worfe than forty Fumigations ; there, 
alas! it flung him. No Friend, no Medicine but 
Defpair. 

O Taylor / ytSy there is a Medicine, there is a 
Friend at Hand 5 Dick Eaglt is al VbiTii, vttAvVwo- 
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ken Fore-head and with blackeneil Eye; for he has 
boxed with Paddy Cryfty the College Scull, who 
came athwart *him in the Paths of Pimping ; Dick 
Eagle is at Hand — How Friends will meet ! They 
(land, they ftare, they (link together ; for Dscky*s 
Galligafkins were dl(honoured. AfHidion makes 
Men Friends. They gaze again with Grief and 
Wonder. 

In Dick/s Face the Rafcal was predominant a- 
midft his Woes, and claimed a Kind of Tyburn PJ- 
xy. He hung his ignominious Head deprefled by 
Guilr^ and all his Looks proclain\ed the Scoundrel— 
The DoSor burft out firft, for he had lefs of Blame : 
O fatal Meeting ! the laft was in a Round-Houfe : 
How efcaped you Newgate — the Furrier's Wife 
from Kingjlon^ Sir Francis^ Sodom, fetting your 
own Houfe, Baron Pengelly F but I forgive you »11— * 
the Storm has caft us on a Rock. O, Richard Ea^ 
ghy let us now be Friends, and Friends they were, 
a Coach is called, the Watch are paid, but David 
Dove will find out all To-morrow. 

At Dicky's Houfe they flop; it was an hofpitablc 
Door ; he comforted his Friead ; the DoQor in Re- 
turn explore© his battered Orb, and pours in lenient 
Medicines. It was a Houfe of fair Recepuon, 
where twenty Beds at Icaft were (landing. Such 
was Dicky"* s Tafte of Hofpitality, magnificent and 
like the Manner of the Eall. Yea there were in it 
Damfels of a pleafing Hue, fiich as Dicky^s wealthy 
Friends would oft vouchfafe to vifit. In that it dif- 
fered from the Mode of Perfia ; for here the Sexes 
met at large and trafficked. Yea it was called Love's 
Exchange. The good Town were fometimcs 
fmuggled ; for Wives and Daughters were often 
aiked for at Dicky^s Door, here the Do^or lay ; and 
Dicky^s Eye grew better. 
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CHAP. VII. 

In this Sexton tueore refolved to let the Story fpeak for 
itfelfy andfiallnot ^ivi a Bill of Pare at all. 

B'U T Fame, that tatling Peft, was now abroad. 
The Fumigation rofe like Incenfe at the Altar 
of DetraSion, grateful to the Noftril of the Sneer- 
ing Faculty, but to David and Jinny Dove, eternal 
Triumph. His Gall was gratified. To work he 
went, with Malice boiling over ; and now a Print 
appears, where, dreadful to behold, the fatal Pro- 
xreis is at large difplayed. There hung the Dodor 
with his Heels aloft. The Pokers here and Qofc- 
ftool were at work, the putrid Effence in a Cloud 
afcends, the Furies ftir up all its Malice, the difmal 
"Lamp glimmereth fadly over the Scene, and under- 
neath, alas ! were Vcrfes — What Cellar, what 
Stall, what Garret, or what Bogg-houfe hath not 
feen the Pifturc? 

Philofophy herfclf was here abaihed, and even 
Fortitude turned pale. No Comfort but the Cor- 
dials of his Friend, 1 mean of Mr. Richard Eagle, 
now was left him. 

He fung, he danced, he played, and now and 
then, by way of foft Relief, he brought his Friend 
a Whore j the Face he brought was always new, 
for Dicky s Flock could then afford it. 

Thus fliut in a whole Fortnight from the Sight 
of Men was the DoSor. But Dicky* s Eye grew 
better ; he beats about, he dines with Humphry 
Gibbet, Efq. There he faw the fair Linnttta^ her 
Feature was alluringj her Eye was waggifh, and 
her Voice was Rapture. 

Dicky^s Soul had fattened on her, and General 
Pay-well has a Mind to fee her. The Trains are 
iet^ the Snair is fixed i Linmtta now improves hei' 
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Notes at Lazars- billy ^nJ Humphry Gibbet is almoft 
run mad. Revenge has Eyes like Argot, 

Linnitta*^ Cage is now no more a Secret, and 
Humphry Gibbet is refolved to have her back. He 
comes at Midnight with a Band of Ruffians^ Sons 
of Belial \ Swords, Piftols, and other Inftrtimenls 
of Mifchief were not wanting ; thefc were chofcrn 
Men of Humphry^ own Battalion. 

To Dicky s Door they come, and foon find En* 
trance, the Servant is corrupted. 

With ToTx:hes, and with Vizors, oti they march- 
ed up the Stairs. They ftand, they liften» for now 
a gentle Earthquake feems to fhake the Floor, the 
FaQory was all at work, a Dozen Beds at lead 
were jogging. Zounds, what's here, fays Humphry 
Gilbety the Forge of Propagation ? Sure all the 
Sledges are at work, the Cyclopt at their Anvils. O 
damn me. Sparks, I'll fpoil your Sport ; where is 
this Prince of Pimps ? where is this Villain Eagle? 

Not here, not here, cries out a frighted Parfon 
in his Pannic, and leaps upon the Floor — nor here, 
a ghaftly aged Lawyer oti his Knees cries out, take 
Pity on my Years ; I did not ftiake the Rafters. 
"Black Rock Water! nothing now will do. Here, 
*here*s the Villain Ea^y and here's Linnetta too, 
and here is DoSor Fumble^ and Major Trailpike 
with his fliaking Head, and Circuwfioiterous with 
his algebraic Mien. Was ever fuch a Neft of Sin- 
ners ? Drag out that Rafcal Eagle, Oh, here he 
is, an't pleafc your Honour. I have him ; call 
the Porters ; gipt the Blanket ready ; where*s thfs 
Frj^ing Pan, the Horn and Fiddles ? 

Lo ! now. Reader, beginneth the ApotheoHs of 
Mr. Richard Eagle, A frofty Night it was ; the 
northern Bear bit very clofe. Lo ! Richard^ in his 
Shirt is led, or rather carried into the outward 
"Court, beneath the fpangling Vault of HcaN^^N^ 
yhw every stngry Star was wvtnt^s* 
' Vol. L D "^^^^ 
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Fouf big-boned, (lardy, ugly Villains, with Vi- 
zors on, ftood facing one another at right Angles, 
in an oblong Form, holding each the Corner of a 
Blanket. With both their Hands they held it^ and 
often (hack and (Iretched the elaftic Mantle. 

Dtck beheld.his Fate and ten-fold trejonbled What 
"Wonder, fmce Froft, and Fear, and Shame, and 
Rags, and Spight, were warring now within, with- 
otit) and round about him. 

The Doflor could not hfslp him, and Humphry 
Gibbet is inexorable— Tofs in the Scoundrel,, tofs in 
this Pimp and Poet ; keep Time, my Boys ; ftrikc 
upon the Pan and Fiddle ; let the Horn have Wind. 
Up he goes ; he fprings oifF finely ; keep Time, the 
Mufic and the Blanket — that Stroke was well — he 
pukes — he fprings srgain, at either End he gufliea ; 
fttnd him to the fublime, and knock his Head againft 
the Stars — What an AnticUmax !— ?how far he 
fquirts it! that Bounce for Lady Linnetta^ that feu- 
Mrs. Lhdjey, O the Ipfty Pimp Pindaric Diciy ! 
how lie foars all this while ! 

The DoSor at the Window faw with Sorrow, 
but could not help his Friend. The Fumigation 
came a-frefh in l\is^ Mind. But DUkfs next Af- 
cent happening to be near the WaR, the DoStoi^ 
flretchingout too far to catch him, fell at once up- 
on the Blanket in a clofe Embrace, with Dick. 

They broke their Paffage through it on the 
Ground ; on the Ground they lay ; they wallowed 
in the Filth, for IXck had vent^ much. 

The Poflor now is bruifed. In Dick no Sign of 
Life remains, but his Manhpod ftill is vifible. A^ 
roidft thcfe Shocks of Fortune, which added Firm- 
nefs, and with inborn Pride it looks aloft, and glo*- 
ries in its SufFerings-^iifoi»^i&ry Gibbet faw and won,- 
dered. 

The Mufictiow is filep^, and Mr. Richard Eat* 
Jf//, by Ijumphfji Gibbu\ Order i& wrapped up in 
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the broken Blanket and carried to his Bed^ where 
the Dodor adminiftred to him, and brought him 
by Degrees to his Senfes. 

Mean while X/««///^i is carried off in Triumph 
by Humphry Gibbet^ but not without Companions. 
Each Hero had his Nymph, which thinned not a 
little this Family of Love ; the Parfon, Lawyer, 
and the reft, were glad to fcamper off with whole 
Bones. 

The Morning came at laft, but no joyful Morn 
to Dicky, The Remembrance of what he felt; 
for he remembered Part was painful to him. He 
told his Friend, that, after a Bounce or two, he 
was like the Thieves at Tyburn^ who lofe all Senfc 
at the firft Swing ; for fo one half-hung Smith had 
told him ; for he knew not of Puking, or what elfc 
he did. 

O Doflor, DoQor, give me but Revenge. My 
Girls all vaniflied ! Linnetta too ! Oh fatal Tradi 
of Pimping ! What Baftinados are thy Due ? but 
Virtue muft endure. 

Thus complained the afBiQed Mr. Richard Eagle ; 
for Shame for once had ftruck him. He durftnot 
ftir abroad. The Mob had got him in the Wind. 

The Dodor grew more bold, he falHed forth, hit 
Friends were glad to fee him ; they refented his 
Abufe, and compelled the College Sparks to make 
Atonement in Public, and to beg the DoSor's Par- 
don. He mounts again the Roftrum, performs 
furpriztng Cures, gets Money in Abundance, vifitj 
Dicli Eaglfy drags him from his Hole. 

Dick appears, but, like the Bat, by Glimpfes in 
the Evening. A Blanket is his Bane. He trembles, 
when he feee one. 

The IJodor had now increafed his Reputation 
and his Purfc confiderably. He takes a Trip to 
Ckrk, the fecond City of the Kingdom. 

Da C^^v 
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On the Road he meets with his evil Genius Dwe^ 
who had nailed, on the ouifide of his Chaife, the 
Prints of the Fumigation as Marks of his own Ma- 
lice, and the injured Dodor's Confufiort. The 
Chevalier refents the Infult. He challenges Dove^ 
and a Duel is at Hand. 

CHAP. VIII. 

// is to bi hoped ^ in the next Eplfodi^ that the Rea^ 
der*s Breath and Patience will not fail bim^ as he 
is like to dance through a Mafquerade of very 
motley Adventures^ and fome conftderahle Dura^ 
tion. 

The Adventures in the Inn. 

IT happened that fome young Officers, on 
their March to Cotk, were bating at the Inn 
when the Difpute arofe. Thefe fparkiih Heroes, 
Under Pretence of calming, kindled up the Quar- 
rel. They divided into Parties, and ranged them- 
felves into mock Battalia; for two were Doves ^ 
and two were Taylors, 

They played the Part fo well, that an Excife- 
man and an honeft Parfon thought they meant to tilt 
in Earned, and went upon their Knees to beg for 
Peace ; but Things were gone too far. The Parti- 
fans of Dove had wrought his courage up to fuch 
a Height, that nothing lefs than Sword and Piftol 
could appeafe hinu There muft be Blood ; for 
Dove it feems, had been a Soldier, and in his 
'Youthfuf Years had fought againft the Nabobs \ 
the Seconds now are going to Logger-heads about: 
the Choice of Weapons, ^ 

The DoQor feemed ftill a Friend to Peace ; l»it 
Dove bad he£lored and behaved fo rude, that 1^ 
Spirit could not brook it % Death before Diibonouri' 
ibf^ht he would. 
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The Landlord was to charge the Piftols, in or- 
der to prevent all Appearance of the leaft foul Play- 
When Things were ready, our two Principals, 
and their Seconds, which were four in Number, to- 
gether with the honeft Landlord, marclied out in 
Order to a Church- Yard very near the Inn. 

Dovi was peppered by his Paffion, and pranced 
and capered like a Jockey's Horfe. 

The Chevalier, on the other Hand, looked more 
compofed than refolute ; yet he went. Once or* 
twice he feemed to mutter, that Dove was not of 
Size for him, that is not of Confequence enough. 
But his Second, a dapper, Itttll?, lively Enfign,. 
whifpered to him. That Honour was of all Sizes ; 
her Standard fitted every Gentleman : Which took 
away in Part the DoSor's Scruple. But he was 
heard to fay, The greateft Creature in the World, 
a& ufeful as the Sun himfelf, to fight an old Philo^ 
fopher, a Fellow that is fed by Fire, an ElefHon* 
Dealer, he thought it was not right. 

But, behold him at his Gix)und !• the Seconds 
BOW 2LVt bufy in meting out the Spaces, and fet- 
tling every Circumftance of Honour and Exad- 
nefs. 

The Tiger D^ve was already in his Shirt, and^ 
feemed impatient for the Combat. He often view- 
ed his Priming, and eyed at once the Chevalier 
from Head to Fpot, who was not qjiite fo curious 
as his Foe, but rather, like /Eneat, with Patience, 
pondered on the Event of Things, and now and 
then would weigh the Confequence. However 
he was there. 

His Countenance, indeed, had given Way a Ht- 
il« ; whether through Self-Love, or Motives of Hu- 
manity, left he (hould deftroy his Antagonift, or 
a Concern for human Kind, if he fliould drop; 
whether one, or all of thcfc xo%<&.\^v«> V^i^ 
wrought that little Vacancy^ iVi^V \X^x^ vc^ "^^s^ 
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Complexion, the courteous Reader will conjec- 
ture for himfeif at his bed Leifure. 

The Time is now important ; for lo ! they are 
left together. 

The Seconds and the Landlord (land aloof. 
The Combatants are now upon the very Edge of 
Battle. A dreadfuf Interval was marked between, 
and Dove could hardly keep the dated Bounds. 

The DoQor was more obfervant, and did not 
pafs the Line; when Dove cries out, A Pox, 

i^ou Puppy, fire — Taylor^ you are a Coward ; 
ook up, and fee your Man. 

That Word Coward like a Flafh of Lightning, 
kindled all the Powder in his Blood. He views 
his Priming too ; ])refent he did, and after that be 
fired ; the Smoke is quickly gone, and there (lands 
Dove as (tout, as fafe as ever, grinning in his Fui- 
ry ; for lo I the DpSor's Shot had mift him- 

Dove^ forgetting DifcipUne, ruihes on, in (bite 
of all Intreaty, clofe to his Antagonift, and nres 
in the Do£ior*s Face. The DoQor fell upon his 
Back; indeed his Countenance and Brcaft are 
bloody. 

The Seconds now come in ; they raife him up, 
enquire for the Wound. The Doftor ftill Teems 
breathlefs, they wipe the Blood away ; no Wound 
as yet appears; the DoQor ftill was brealhlefs; 
with that the Enfign fwore the fright had killed 
hira, and afked the Landlord how he charged the 
Piftols ? With nothings pleafe your Honour, but 
a little Chicken^s Blood tied up in a Pudding. 

The DoSor now recovers, looks pale, and 
blulhes. The Laugh is very, loud, yef Dove is 
blamed in Earneft. The Landlord fwore he was 
a bloody Villain, and by Jefus he fhould pay for it.^ 

However, Things were huddled up for the pre- 

fent, the Champions were made to (hake Hands. 

TAe Seconds marched them bacV^ vo Y>vmv«\ 
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wficrc all their fornwr Acrimony was overlaid 
with' Laiightcr, Wine and , Raillery. 

'The'Buiinfefs of the Battle furniihed Hints for 
PIcaTantfy;- butftill' the Landlord's Stone was in 
his Sleeve^'agsainft Ddve, 

He could not forgive him that Spite and Cruelty 
he put in PrafKcc in the Article o\ Shooting, and 
was refolvied to make him fuffer in his Turn. 

The Evening is arrived and the Champions now^ 
^rl^ trhsirged with Wine, as high as before theit 
Pfflbis. • 

'Diyof^ ij/ho traftclled i^iih a Doxy was thefirft 
wlio broke! up Company. His Dame and he are 
gone to go after. 

The T>o8Lot and the Officers kept the Field a 
little longer, and then retired in their Turn. 

The Do€kor feldom indulged his Drinking to 
Excfefs. The Girls,, or, as he called them, his 
Chicks, engroffed hSi chief Attention. He ever 
had ait Eyt to' Bufinefs of that Kind, and was ge- 
nerally pretty fortunate in his Amours. 

He was not idle now. The Landlord's Kind- 
nds for David bonn was ftill increaling. He 
prepares an Apparatus to pi^ovc his Manhood in ano*-. 
therWay. A Cord is letdown through the Ciel- 
ing to' art drttfer ftoom, which Co^d was faftened 
to tlte" Centre of dor Sage*s Bed, berfeath the* 
Ticking to be fure. To the other End which 
dangled in the Room below, an Apple was an- 
nexed, which Apple hovered over the Surface of 
a Bowl of Water that ftood upon a Table in the 
middle of the Cham 'x!r. The Appleand the Water 
were very near each other, and ready at every Touch 
to play at Bobbing- ^^^^^^ 

' ;Thus ftood" the Apiparaftis waiting f jr the Ex- 
periment, w.jilft another Cord, in a dexterous 
Hand, was ready to execute a different Office 
over Head. It was nothangLti^^ \Vft ^'^^^ ^'feac- 

D 4. V\^'«NRi- 
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treme the Toe, and not the Neck was then in . 
Danger. The.Philofopher, at length and h\s fair 
Dame afe lodged ; but the Fumes of Wine, ijbr 
ftie had drank lier Quota as well as^ Dovey had 
rendered both the Votaries of Marpbiidi on the 
ffcjdden. 

Bacchus had conquered the Queen of foft Dc- 
f res, and both thefe Lovers lay fnoring in a State, 
of deep AbllraQion ; vjien^ in tbisAinf^pjeling In- 
terval, the Sn^re is fijft^^ned on^. and David J^mmy 
Dove's Toe is compafTed with a Cord, which 
Gord, without . -an Apple^ ;*?■ M down.^ through 
aaiother Hole,;and hangs in.a perpendicular Sufpenfc; 
with its flender Collegue. ' ' , 

. The Cehtinels are fix:^d ; they watch the Apple' 
and the Bowl, but no Alarum is; given. The; 
Guard is now relieved. A: Servant-Maid has got 
the Pharge, and lo ) ,the Crifis is at. Hand. The 
long expeded Signal begina (o nibble atthe Bow)^. 
the Apple dips itfelf a little, and narrow Circles 
ftir the peaceful Lake. . • ^ 

A fudden Paufc cnfues, and fomething like a 
'State of Anarchy prevails. An Interval of neither 
this nor that, but rather what refeoables both; 
like a Man who labours to regain his .Stirrup, but 
IS not able yet to mount. Tjie Q\x\ upop the. 
Guard however gueffed that fomething^ was a 
coming. 

She clapped her Hands and rung the Bell, when 
Sally from the Cellar came rufliing in, and held in 
either Hand a Bottle full of Claret. She faw the 
Image of -the Spot, fhe fprings, (he runs, (he cries 
out, Mafter ! Sir! the Apple and the Bowl. And 
in her Ecftafy and Hurry (he ft ruck the Bottles, as 
(he went, together : tBe Pavement floats with 
Gore. 

Her Matter cries, You Bitch the Bottles. Sally 
aaf^ers the Apple k in the BowJ, Sir. He fees 
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and believes — he faw the Circles fpread, the Ap- 
ple fink afid rife — he pulled the other Cord with 
all his Might. ' And now the Bowl was in Con- 
fufion. A Noife is heard, and Oaths and Groans 
fucceed. Here, Pollyy do you pull, pull tight ; 
rU go and call the DoQor ; he fhall hear the Vil- 
lain groan. 

Away he runs, and Polly ftill keeps pulling ; for 
(he hated Dove, the Hbufe was never the better 
for him. He brought his Goods along with him: 
But the Dodor ftill was furniftied. in the Family. 
So (he kept palling. But now the Devil himfcif 
was over Head, and all his Works. Rafcal^ 
Villain,. Bkinderbufs, and Bitch, and Whore, 
and (hoot him dead, and Damn ye alK was echoed 
through the Suir Cafe, Paflage, Kitchen, Yard 
and Stables. 

The Do6tor in his Shirt fcampers like a Fury,, 
followed by the Landlord. 

The young Commanders, not better covered, 
follow both ; and Dovty with a Hanger in his Hand 
and the Cordage at his Heels, as naked as the bed 
of them, came roaring in the Rear, and limped- 
about, and damn'd and funk, and called for Satis- 
faiSion: the Servants fluiced him, . for the Pump ♦ 
ivas near* 

The Officers had ' feized the Landlord. The 
DoQor mounts the Hayloft; the Hoftler is his 
Friend.- The Officers, now burfting with implicit 
F\in, would fain appeafe the Landlord. They 
beg, they pray to know the Caufe : For God's 
fake, Mr. Heeny, wjbat is the Matter? This is a 
Cbriftmas Trick indeed ; why in fuch a rage with' 
* Taylor ? Oh Gentlemen, the Villain and my 
Niece — Damnation feize his Duel — butJ'U havc- 
his Life for it. 

They lug the Landlord inta the Houfe ; the 
Servants knew the Thing before \ the^ bu^sL ^^"^ 
D 5 Q)c«H^vi\. 
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Chevalier his Cloaihs^ and his Equipage is ready 
Dove, half drowned in the ScufHe, and naked as 
at firft, begs for Heaven's fake the Doftor 
would take him up and fave his Life, Up he 
Voounts, the Cord ftill fattened to his Toe, away 
the Do3or drove, and Dovi was at his Side, 
fhivering with Cold and Anger ; but TayUr gave 
him his Surtout, and clofed the Chaife about him ; 
they journey on and leave the fatal Inn behind 
them. 

They now are feven Miles nearer Gri than 
when they mounted firft : They whip afld drive, 
and lo I another Inn is vifible. 

They foon alight and march into the Kitchen; 
where they m<*et a Dozen young Gentlemen 
equipped for their Horfes, and ready for a Hunting- 
match. They no fooner faw the Chevalier and 
his Fellow-Traveller, than they cracked their 
Whips, fet up the Whoop and Holoo, and fworc 
a Stag had come to challenge them ; for Dcve*i 
Appearance had fet the Joke on Foot ; they (kelp 
him with their Laflies. 

And here the Doflor's Malice, or Revenge, 
call it which you will, began to work. This was 
' the Time he thought to fettle all his old Accounts 
;([^ith Dove. 

He begged the Gentlemen would fpare him ; 
that he was an unhappy Perfon, a Lunatic, and 
had many dreadful Intervals. In one of his Fits, 
fays he, the poor Gentleman broke loofc from 
his Keepers, and, naked as he was, came running 
to the White-Heart' Inn juft as I was mounting 
into my Carriage. He knew me. And finding 
him tra£lat)le, I ventured to take him up, in Hopes 
that Dr. Cajfedy in this Neighbourhood, who it 
famous for fuch Cures, might do him good. The 
Ouife of bis Mi(hap was Jealouiy^ 
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At this Z>0vr began to fwcAr^jid damn, aad tell 
his Story. 

But the DoQor begged they woyld aflift to gJv« 
him the C>Id Bath, or^ in tieu of that, to drench 
him well under the Pump^ efpecially his Head« 
Gentlemen, I know fora^thing of this Affair my^ 
felf. There is nothing in his Cafe can ferve him 
more for the prefent. 

So faid, fo done. To the Pump he is carried ; 
snd there, out of meer Charity, they labour for 
his Good. 

The Patient foams, and roars, and tears, but all 
in vain. The Procefs ftill goes forward. The 
Gentlemen relieve each other at the Pump. 

The Patient now is overcome with CoJd. He is 
carried back into the Kitchen wrapt up in Blankets ; 
and when recovered he is, by the Doer's Orders, 
largely let Blood at both his Arms. The Do6lor 
did the Surgeon's Part himfelf. Now put him into 
Bed, fays. he, and I will pay three Men for watch- 
ing him till Dr. Ca[fedy is come. 

Poor .Dov€^ by this Time, was altogether paf* 
five. . He is put to bed, and wanted not a Guard to 
watch him ; but a Guard there was. 

The Dpdor and the Gentlemen grow very great 
together. They drink fome mulled Champaign^ 
l^he Dodor is difcovered, and carefTed with Marks 
of high Efteem. 

. One of the young Bloods told him^ He hoped 
that it was a lucky Meeting ; that he was refolved, 
IB a Day or two, to have waited upon him at Dublin^ 
with a young Lady a Sifter of his, who had a BU«- 
mi(h upon her Eye. But, Sir, fince you are here, 
that Journey is prevented. My Houfe is but two 
Miles off; and 'if you will do us the Pleafure to 
()^4rie in ogr Diverfion of To^day^ m the Eyening 
jroiu (hftU fee my Sifter. 
''■'•■:: tlve. 
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The Doflor thanked him ; faid he was not fur- 
nifhed with a Hunter ; nor indeed was he Horfe- 
-man enough for that fpirited Recreation. 

To this they all cried out, H^ ihoutd have both 
a fober and a good Hcrfe. They were fure of ex- 
cellent Sport, and he need not run into any the 
lead Danger. He roight (land upon a HiH, or take 
the eafieft (hort Cuts he liked. 

Aye, aye, fays one of then>, Lord, the DoSor 
need only to ride rn Company with Sir Goddart, 
and then you know, Gentlemen, he's fafe enoughv 
Sir Goddart, Sir, is my Grandfather, a very ferious- 
old Gentleman, that about fom^ fifty Years ago 
could lead the Troop himfelf ; but now, poor Maiv, 
he is content with looking on at a Diftance. He 
loves, like a good Sportfman, the Sound of the 
Horn. A Servant always waits upon him. Sticfc 
ciofe to him, and all is weH. 

The Do^or in a Moment is equipped, and out 
they fally with Sir Goddart in the Center. 

It was not Day- light yet. In half an Hour's 
Time ihey come to the Ground appointed. 

The I)o6lor is in very high Spirits, His Horfe 
he thinks a good one. He wi/hes eagerly for the 
Chace ; when lo ! a heHi(h Roar, in a Minute, and 
the Fox are fet a-foot together. 

The Doftor's Head is dizzy. He catches hoW 
of the Mane in one Hand, and the Bridle in the 
Other, and ftill be keeps his Eye upon Sir Goddart ^ 
who fcampers off among the foremoft. 

The DoQor's Horfe^ without confuWng himj 
hurried on as fail, turned as he turned, and leaped 
as Sir Goddarth leaped. Never was Emulation at a 
higher Conteft than between thefe two hot,, am- 
bitious Hunters. 

The Servant dill kept near the DoQorj whojiew 
cried out for Help. No foon^^r had, hie fpoke^ than 
whip he fprings through a <iuickfet Hedge, and 
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eaves his Hat and Wig behind him. His Face is 
forely fcratchtdl His Perfon got the Start of his 
Horie, and was pitched fome Yards beyond his 
Head ; but received no other Damage than being 
well foufed in Mud and Dirt ; for the Ground was 
foft on ^hich he fell. 

He turns upon his Back ; he clears his Mouth 
and Eyes that now were full of Filth. He feels 
his Limbs and Ribs, and every Thing was fafe. 
And now he (its upon his Breach. He (lares about, 
and wonders where he is, for the Fall had dunned 
his Intelled a tittle. 

The Footman now comes up with the DoQor^s 
Ha^ Wig, and Horfe, and whoops and hoi loos in^ 
his Ears, and fwears Sir Goddard and the Fox are 
got a Mile a head. 

I wi{h they w^ere both in Hell^ fays the 
Doaor. 

Oh, my Friend^ the greateft Man in the 
World. 

Why, that old' Rafcal rides like the Devil. Pit 
to more of the Hunt. P>iend, help me to my 
Horfe, and lead me back again. Sir Goddart is a 
Guide for Lucifer. Oh damn his Crack of the 
Whip for me. 

To which the Footman an fwered. What, Sir! 
Sportfman*s Luck, no more 5 you -only, found a 
Spur ; for Shame, let. us on ; the Gentlemen wiH 
exped you. Sir Goddart irow is weary-; follow 
me, and never fear j- your Honour is concernedi^ 
Sin 

At this the Doflor rein'd the refttf Steed^about 2 
The Footman gallops off like Fury : The Cheva-: 
Ker's defpotic Palfry purfued as faft.^ The DoSor 
is again attached to both his Sides : His Legs are 
growing to them : His Hands are failened^ to the 
Mane. The Bridle and the: Stirrups ape left at 
lirge^ andFiltb^ and Splaih^ audCa\%a^^^^%^«>^ 
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Shot* about him. The H junds arc at a Lofs a few 
Minutes. : The Huntfraan and Sir Goddert are bufy 
at the Fault : and the Oodor^ blinded and out of 
Breathy is juil upon the Point to join them^ wheii 
off again in full Cry they fcour. 

The Dolor's Horfe again purfues Sir Gtfddarti 
And now the Strife was mighty ; two Hedges atxl a 
five*>barred .Gate are pafled. The Dodo r^ (traogc 
to tell, ftill keeps his Saddle. Sir Goddott^ ih thd 
laft Attempt, is tumbled down. His Girt gave 
way : His Horfe ftanda near \\\ta. And lo ! the 
DoQor's Horfe for once obeys the Bit. He lights 
with all the Speed he could, and ran to the old 
Knight's Afliftancc ; who lay with the Saddle' on his 
Bread and Face, and kicked and fprawled as if for 
Life. The Chevalier (loops down and catches hiii^ 
in both his. Arms, with. Sir, I hope you are not 
hurt. Indeed you rid too faft. 

The old Gentleman, infteacj of thanking, chat- 
tered, fputtered out, and bit him by the Nofe. Tlie 
Doctor fwears and iUrts, with Zounds and Biood, 
what's here > a Monkey ? and with his loaded Whip 
returned the laft Civility. 

, Reader, believe ii as you will, it feems in very 
Truth Sir Goddart was no other than an old over* 
grown Baboon, which the Landlord ufed to drefs 
up and tie upon aa Horfe, in order to regale fuch 
Sportfmen as the Doctor. 

He feels his Nofe, and returns again his Thanks, 
The Footman is approaching, The Doftor Soroi^ 
and (lamps, holding ftill his Nofe. You party-oo? 
loured Rafcal, what Affront is this ? you Scourairel^ 
King of the Rainbow, you lick*plate Villain. Sir 
Goddart tofTed about, and bitten by the Nofe ! 
Your Matter, Sirrah, ia a greater Scrub than you* 
Perdition to ^w Goddart ^ my Nofe is fpoiledfoi^ 
^ver-— No more Intrigues^--0 Dox^e^ thou art t^ 
reaged-^D^Vi ihail fee my foul Difgrace, bitteo 
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throngh and through, the Shape is fpoiled for eYcr^ 
the Pox, no doubt. — And in his Rage he interlines 
a Stamp or two upon the Monkey. The Footman 
cries out Murder, the Baboon brought him many a 
Shilling. He feizes on the DoSor ; the Dodor gets 
him down, and rufhes to Sir Goddart^s Horfe, .his 
own was at a Diftance, he mounts, and fees the 
Huntfman and the Hunters coming towards him at 
full Speed. He claps Spurs, and turns the Horfe's 
Head towards the Inn. He left his Hat and Wig 
behind him ; they fell off in the Squabble with the 
Foot- man. 

The Huntfman is arrived, and fees the Monkey 
gafping. He clapped his Hands and cries out Mur* 
der too ; for he had loft a Friend. 

In a Word, the whole Crew, the Hounds and 
ally follow, now in full Cry, the Dodor, who 
/drives he ,knows not where. But the Horfe knew 
better, and rook the fhorteft Way to the Inn. The 
poor Chevalier clings clofe, and holds wilh both his 
Hands the Mane, excepting now-and-lhen the one 
he borrowed to rub his Nofe with. The Dogs are 
near upon him, and all the Crew cry out to ftop 
the Murderer. 

Reader, image to yourfelf his Figure, fattened 
ts he was to the Horfe's Neck and Sides, without 
either Hat or Wig, his Nofe^ quite bitten through 
and bleeding, rough-caft befides from Head to 
Foot. 

In this weather-beaten Plight he enters the Inn* 
Yard, with all the Hell-Hounds at his Heels ; an4 
vrhat was worfe than alt, Dove^ exulting, beheld 
it from the Window, and gave three feeble Chears 
to welcome him. 

And now the Farce is drawing to a Crifis. The 
Hunters were divided in their Sentiments. Some 
faidy the Dodor was to blame; but the major 
Part pret^dcd much Compaffi.oti> %x^ ^vA., "^ca 
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Landlord was a Rafcal for putting fuch a Trick 
upon anv Gentleman. 

In a Word, all Parties are at lad good Friends. 
The Monkey too grew better. They paiTed the 
Day and Night like Bucks indeed. Dove and the 
'Dq&ov (hake Hands the fecond I'ime, and forgive 
all. Dove's Cloaths are brought hinh The Doc*' 
tor, with a Patch upon his Nofe, and be fet out for. 
Cork together in the Morning. 

C H A P. IX 

jt meer Refling-Placey. wUb /orrn tittle EnUrtsttn^ 
mint* 

AT Cori he carries all before hinr. The Cures 
^ he wrought, which to thofc People looked 
more like Miracles than any human Procefs, made* 
him the Idol of the Populace. Nor. was he lefs ad- 
mired by People of Fafhion. He returns to Dk6^ 
lin in Nov^mberyfix\As\i very brilliant, being Par-» 
liament Winter. He arrives in the Evening, ap«« 
pears in one of the Boxes at the Theatre, (hining^. 
like a Conftellation. The Audience. clap him at < 
his Coming-in, and the Ladies curtefy ; not the^ 
Viceroy himfelf was more difting^ifhed. 

His Friend Dick Ragle is about this Time let '■ 
down a Peg or two. ' A Gentleman of real Meril 
io the Profeflion of Pdrtrai t-Pdintihg,. had td riven 
him quite out of Falhion ; fo 2>/ri/ turned Player.- 
At which Buiinefs he was worfe^ if poflible, than 
at fcrawling Pidures. Yet ading, together with 
bis other Trade of Pimping, kept Tor awhile hi$* 
Chin above Water. He was often with' the Doc- 
tor, and did him twenty little Offices of feemingc 
Fjiendihip, but inwardly he envied him ; though 
d^p&orwAS not bidRivaLin any Thingbttt Fame. . 
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He could not bear to fee him (hine over him, and 
was refolved to bring him down to his own dirty 
Level, if poflible. 

The DoQor loved a Wench, and DUky knew 
it. 

One Sunday Morning he waits upon the Cheva- 
lie;*, and tells him, he has appointed two handfomfe. 
Country Lafles to meet him at the Tillow Li^n in 
College-Green f where, fays he, DoQor, you fhali 
have your. Choice, or both, if you like it. Agreed, 
quoth t.he Djflor. ■, 

Accordingly iic came^ aed met the Damfels.- 
They t^av'el up Stairs together, the DoSor and the 
Ladies, whilft Dicky did Duty at the Door. The 
H|oftefs;had her.lpue from Dick ; (he had her Pa^^- 
to aS. Upon Notice given (he travels up the Stairs^ 
and in her Hands ihe bore 9. Spit with a Leg of 
Muttoiji well nighfoafted thereupon; (he enters at 
a Point of Time, that happen^; to be critical ; ihe 
cries out. Rogue and. Whore 1 and lays upon the 
proftrate Doflor the Warmth and Weight of all 
her Mutton — The Gravy deluged now his Face and 
Linen — He ftarts,. he flares, he holds up both his 
Hands, — his Drapery is diford^red. She repeats 
h,er Oaths and Blovys. The Ppflpr takes to Flight,| 
cjwbarrafled as he was about the. Hams, and to the* 
Street he hobbled, but |eft his Coat, his Waiftcoat, 
Wig ^nd Hat behind him.; his under Drapery ftill 
difordercd, he hobbles on, all fmeared with Gravy ;. 
the Mutton at every Blow ftill burfting about his 
Ears. 

O fatal Unities of Time and Place;! It was one 
o^C\qq\^' ony'Swiday in the Afternoon, and Ip ! the 
Congrewlion is rufhing from- out the Round Cburcb 
Dopr, .juft as;th(; podor and his Kitchen Fury 
were paffing hy : jYea, all the People, nay the Par- 
fon too beheld it. 
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Haplefs Dofior ! where was then thy Diamond 
Croft and Ring, thy fpanghng Coat, and all the 
Apparatus of a noble Gentleman ? The Ladies 
ftream, they run back to Church again. The Far- 
fon hides him in the Pulpit. The Mob came round. 
The Beggars fcramble up the Mutton. The Hof- 
tefs now is out of Breath : She fails upon her Face> 
by miding of a Blow, with Arms out-ftretched 5 
the Spit was ftretched out further. 

The Dodor now is raging mad. An Oyftef- 
Wench redored his Galligafkins, and tmWei upon 
the Frotkk ; when lo ! a Gentleman, a Senator, 
for he reprefents the City, beheld the DoSof's evil 
Plight. He came between, and with his Prefence 
arwed the Tumult. The Rabble now are fcattered. 
In his Coach he took him, took him naked -as he 
was afxi fanguhied over. ■ 

NotwitWtending his^ Misfortane, the Setlatdr ef* 
teemed his Merit, and loved hnti as'a Mani The-- 
Fumigation wa5 not worfe than this. But oh ! 
much worfe was yet to come. Grief on Grief I hi* 
Wife and Son, that very Inflant, are arrived from 
Scotland. What a Climax of Diftrefs I 

Dubiin was no more a Place of Safety. No Safe* 
ty for jAik TayhrK^^xt, He meditates the Con^ 
tinent. Dick Eagie^ in a hackfteyCtJach,- brings 
him this News, and with it brings the Dodhjr'i; 
Drapery, who bid him ftrait go back Jind coitnter- 
mand her Journey. I muft not fee her ; let her a- 
gain on Ship-board ; on Ship- board piit her and her 
Son. O damn your Country Wenches, Dicky, 
Dick th<yu haft undbne me. 

Dicky now wasburfting inwardly at;the. Joke, but 
wore a Countenance of Teeming Sort^w^ kpore ih 
Fraud than Priendfhip. The Yillaiti wept with 
Triumph, and promifed never more to pimp. 

He waits on the DoQor^s Lady, perluades her to 
re-imbark, a/Tures her her Huteaud >w'\\V m^^t her 
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'n the Morning, and fail with her to England: 
Which indeed he did. But iirft he puts on Board 
a ftately Horfe, that with his Trappings coll him 
near two hundred Pounds, He brought befides with 
him two Footmen in blue Liveries turned up with 
Silver, a large beautiful young Wolf Dog that coft 
him twenty Guineas, together with fome Rarities 
from the Giant's Ca.ufeway, as a Prefent for the 
royal Society. 

They hoift Sale, meet a Gale of Wind, are dri- 
ven by a Storm upon the Coaft of ff^ahs ; where 
they landed in much Danger of their Lives. 

C H A P. X. 

nis Cbsfier is $/ a mixii Conftru^ion. A tragic-* , 
€omic Tale. The Scent JiiU Jkifiing. 

THE Chevalier leaves his Wife at the firft 
Town he comes to, and &tsout Poft for LqU" 

He had not journeyed far, before he encounter- 
ed a handfome rich Widow, to whom he made the 
warmeft Tenders of his Love ; told her, he was a 
Widower, had only one Child, whofe Nurfe he 
permitted to go in his Name, as (he was young and 
obliged to travel with him. 

His Confidence, his fine Perfon, and genteel Ad- 
drefs, foon gained Ground upon the Widow's Af- 
fedions. She complies. But the Affair had now 
reached bis Wife's Notice, who hadened to the 
Town where the Widow and he were; found Means 
to produce the Certificate of her Marriage lo'the 
abufed Widow. But the DoQor, through mcer 
Dint of native Bronze and artful Contrivance, de- * 
felted his Wife's honeft Attempt, and baffled her i 
fpintuMl ituthority, confirmed al Ocvt ^\m^Tv»** 
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the Widow in her firft Sentiments, affured his Wife 
that the Affair was a nfieer Galamaufry, and giving 
her a Kifs, together with five Guineas, and his^ 
Pidure fet in Gofd, he advifed her by all Means to go 
back to the Town fronn whence flie came, which 
was Carmarthen ; and being in Hafte to difpatch 
her, he hired a G/uIde to take her the neareft 
Way. 

We cannot fuppofe, that he, a meet Stranger inr 
that Country, could be acquainted with the Road 
through which he was to travel. Whether the 
Widow, in her Care for Mrs. Taylor*% Safety and 
quick Return, had advifed this Step, will alfo be a 
Queftlon not fo well cleared up as the Reader could 
wifli. Be that as tt may, the Road ihe was put in- 
to was known to be impttadlicable by all the Neigh- 
bourhood, efpeclally at that Seafon of the Year, 
on Account of the Tide, which rofe to fuch a dan- 
gerous Height between two Hills^ that it made all 
Pafiage that Way quite diefperate. 

The mifguided Lady foon found her Danger. 
The Water rulhing in and rifing fo high in an In- 
ftant alarmed her much, and as it happened not 
quite too late. 

The Guide was making off with all the Speed 
he could. But (he cried out to him, to come and 
adjud fome thing about her Stirrup ; which the 
Fellow did. She being a Woman of ftrong Spirits, 
feiz.ed him by the Collar, ami faid, if he did not 
ftay and help her out, he (hould drown with her. 
Upon this they quit their Horfes, and with great 
Toil and Danger they clambered up the Cliff, and 
got fafe to Carmarthen to the great Aftoniftiment of 
every Perfon in that Town. 

Mean while the Doflor fets out with the Wiidow, 

whom he fettled as his Wife in an Apothecary's 

Houfe in Bhomefiury-Square, His real Wife re- 

maiaed fomc /itrle Time in IVoXti^ ^xA \V\«\ ^^V- 
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lowed him to T'own ; where, in Order to fatisfjr 
herfelf concerning the fVeUh Widow, flic gets ac- 
quainted with the Apothecary*s Wife, tells her who 
Ihe 16, and by her Connivance dines wiiji the Wi- 
dow. In the Height of Dinner, the Poftman 
brings a Letter fronn the Do£lor. The Widow 
rofe up in great Tranfports to read it ; yet Mrs. 
TayUr had luch Command of her Paflion, that (he 
feemed to look on with much Indifference, till Tea 
was over, then took her Leave with great Tem- 
per ; nor was (he, by the Widow, in the leaft fuf- 
pe£led. 

Upon the DoSor's Arrival, the Apothecary gave 
him Warning to quit his Lodgings, telling him his 
real Wife had been there ; he would have no fuch 
Doings under his Roof. The Dodor, without 
taking Leave of any Mortal, fets out for France, 
with the Widow, immediately. 

But firft, by Way of meer Convenience, he 
drew, as the Widow's Hufband, fifteen hundred 
Pounds out of the Funds. 

He arrives at Paris : And though he feemed to 
love this Woman even to Madnefs, yet through a 
ftrange Caprice of Soul, he would not let her call 
him Hufband. No truly, like the Patriarch of old, 
(he muft be thought his Sifter. 

With her Ca(h he fets up at once a flaming 
Chariot with fix dapper Greys, and Servants in rich 
Liveries^ and looked as grand as an EmbafTador. 
But Fortune^ like other Ladies of Faihion, delights 
in Variety : She feemed to make our Dodor her 
Topic . of Diverfion. His Scene was always (hift- 
ing ; and every Movement gave fome new Appear- 
ance. 



CHAP. 
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CHAP. XL 

A new and fevere Teft of our Heroes Courage and 
Patience. 

A French Gentleman, handfome as the Dodor 
and full as amorous, happened to cad a wifli* 
ing Eye at the Widow. ^ She returned his Overtures 
with Intereft. The Frenchman was coming up a- 
pace Sword in Hand. The Widow was about to 
.beat a Parley. The Do3or faw and trembled. 
Duels were his mortal Averfion. And Things 
were now fo much embarrafled, that he mud eif 
ther declare, look on, or fight. Declare he did, 
and fwore (he was his lawful Wife. The French- 
man retired from the Siege in Form. But whether 
Matters ended there or not, is ftill a Myftery, and, 
like many others, is indeed of little Confequence. 

The Dodor now was at his vertic Point of Glo- 
ry, blazing as he travelled. Two whole Years he 
dazzled ^he Faculty at Paris, kept the beft Com- 
pany, and. got much Money. 

But a(as ! an unlucky Accident made it a lutl* 
convenient for a while, at lead, that he flioul 
break frefh Ground. 

A young Lady, of one of the firft Houfes in En, 
land, who lived in a noble Family near Paris, b 
got a Dimnefs in one of her Eyes, the brigM 
elfc in Europe. The Chevalier was called, w 
with his wonted Felicity foon difpelled the envl 
Cloud. He was richly rewarded for this Piece 
Work, became a Favourite in the Family, vt\ 
he pafled fome very pleafing Hours. 

The Lady's Gratitude and familiar Carriag 

natural to the French^ for (he was educated if 

.-Sverfet, it feems, the Dodor's Prudence. S« 
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thing had poflefled him with a ilrange Notion, that / 
the young La^y*8 Civilities^ feafoned by Gratitude 
jind Kindnefs to h€»r Benefii^or, for fo flie efteem- 
ed the Chevalier to be ; I fay, this Appearance^ 
free from all Gothic Ceremony and rude Referve^ 
flattered this Son of Mfculapius \o make fome 
(Irange Con^lufions in his own Favour ; for bis fine 
Perfon was ever whifperingtto his Vanity. 

la ;Qiort, he uf^d to walk by Moon-light with this 
delightful Beauty in a Grove that ftood near the 
Houfc. His Ifrenzy ftill grew Aronger. He fatv 
her through a Medium which Vanity had caft be- 
fore his Sight. Heightened by Defire, in this Illu- 
iion, he fam^ied flie was going to fee him with her 
Perfon. . He pervqrted everv CircumAance. Her 
Looksy her Words, were all ConviQion* He re* 
folves to fnatch. the happy Minute, proceeds vi iff 
armU to pradiie upon his Patient a new Operation, 
She ftrikes him on the Face — flie cries for Help— 
the Servants are at Hand ; ^nd oh I Difgrace to 
Knighthood, thcf Chevalier was forced to travel 
through the Hprff^^pond, with many Baftinado's on 
his outward Man. 

Parity after this, was again too narrow. He 
fcours l»ck to L^div with foime Thoufands in hid 
Pocket. He takes a Houfe in Suffolk-Street at ne^ 
J^ «oo a Year Rent, with Offices for feveral Car- 
nages, and Stables for a double Set of Horfes, tho' 
then content with a Pair of .hackney Kephalt 
faftened to.^.fplendid Crane-necked. Chariot. 

At hi.^4rft Appctiranc^ in this Equipage, a very 
ilriking Circunoflance wa^ taken Notioe of, and it 
was this : The DpQor, th»t great Dealer in the 
vifual Ray, had in all his Train but a iingle Eye, 
which happened to be the Coachman's Pro- 
perty, for the Horfes were both of them ftone 
blind. 
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Here he orders two large Rooms to be laid into 
one, which he intends for his Library, having, h« 
(aid, brought together a numerous Col!e£^ion of 
the bed chofen Books in every Language and 
Science. 

His Landlord, being a Man of Tafte and Let- 
ters, was licking his Lips at the Thought^ of be? 
ing regaled by the Doftor's Library. 

The expedcd Morning is come, when two Por- 
ters from the Tower are arrived, one leading a 
Horfe with a Sadk Load of Books upon his Back ; 
the other keeping the learned Cargo in its Place. 
The Sack is opened, and lo ! the DoSor's Library, 
viz. Various Editions in feveral Languages of the 
rert owned Don ^ixote ; Gil Bias ; Swift's Tale of 
ihi Tuby iti French ; Bunyah's PilgrinCs Pngrefs \ 
three Volumes of Cd^/j^rj ; EnglancPs Ctfnverjim 
and Reformation compared ; Dr, Anthony Gavan*s 
Majier-Key to Popery ; Hobhes^s Leviathan^ loofe in 
the Binding; the Hifttfry of Minttlion, Knight of 
the Or2c\e ; Grey^s Love-Letters ; Raft IVonders 
of God in the Creation ; A Prefenf from a Parfon^s 
Wife in the Highlands of Scotland ; The folemn 
League aWd Covenant '^SacheverePs Trial '^ Wycher^ 
lyVCountry fVife^ Cdufin's Holy Court ; Milton z,vA 
DoH Bellianis of Greece: Siich watS the Dolor's 
Colledion, which make an elegant and full Ap- 
pearance in the two large Rooms prepared to re- 
ceive it. And never was there more Space allotted 
for lefs Matter, except in the Vacuum Boyleanu^ or 
perhaps in the Doflor*s o^nPericraniuin, -which 
fome Wags have compared to his Library. 

When the Hbufe was fufnifhed, as indeed it 
foon was in a very elegant Manner, he placed the 
Widow in it as Mifirefs of the whole. 

CHAP. 
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CHAP. XII. 

J Cbri/lmat Frolic. 

AN D now he faftens four more Rozinantcs to 
bis Carr, with two Servants in rich Liveries 
behind it ; with which> and his Valet on Horfe- 
back, he fets out for the Place of his Nitivity -— 
Hai'the Appearance of Grandeur in every thing 
About him^ except his Coiibfaman^ who ferved as a 
moral Contraft to the gaudy Parts of his Retinue, 
and did the Office of a £)eath's Head at a Roman 
Feaft ; he ferved to fliew how perifhable a!i world- 
ly Grandeur is.- But indeed he ferved further ; he 
was a ftriking Mark of hb Matter's motley Cha- 
rader. His upper Weeds were much worn out ; 
his Elbows took the Air ; you would think his 
Breeches were beleaguered, for there a mighty 
Breach appeared ; he lacked Boots, and an upper 
Tunic, though it then was Winter. 

Previous to the Do£lor*s fetting out, he filled the 
^or/i/i News-Papers with Paragraphs of his own 
vaft Impoi-tdnfce. Never' was the Art of Puffing 
difplayed to fuch Eerfeaion. He fends Letters to 
hh Fellow^Citizens and Brethren, being himfelf a 
Free-Mafon^ inviting them to meet him ; which 
indeed they did in great Numbers, and in their beft 
Appearance. He alfo employed People to fet 
the Belly- a firtging scs Toon as he entered the Ciiy- 
OsLtts: ■' :^ ;■ ■ :' ■ ' ' " . • ^ 
J^ In this'triiimphant Manner did he drive up to his 
-Mother's Uttfc-Shop, briiiging with him fudh Quan- 
tities of rich Cloathsj that he was forced to hire the 
next Hoiife' as V- Ward^'Rtibe, where they were 
laid out and expdfed to the public View. 
' H^rti be itieets with h?s Wife and. Son, who l\g.d 
lived atf^Mf^icb i8%lAn^ IxVi ?w^^\^^Tvi^ vev "^ratvct. 
"Vol. I. E. ^^'^ 
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met with his old Friend Tabttba the Qda* 
/idow, with whom he pad an Evening, and 
,ain her Corns. He flies about two Days to- 
like a Meteor, and then returns to London 
nis Wife and Son. He puts the Boy to School 
njingion^ and places his Wife, fans Ceremonies 
le fanie Houfe with the Widow, where the 
e was her conilant Chum, in order to hinder 
Dodor from being fo, * 
fhus Afl^irs went on for*fome Time^ TH« 
&0X made a bright Appearance. The Cures he 
rformed ; the Concourfe of Nobility and Gentry 
ho daily crowded to fee them, brought him great 
reputation and Confequence. The very Faculty^ 
h fpight of Prejudice, could not forbear giving him ij 

aisjuft Applaufe. 

CHAP. XIII. 

Which conjtjls partly of nice Reflexions^ and partly 
of odd Adventures. 

A Gentleman of Rank, whofe Son the Ek>^r 
had reftored to Sight, procured him, ms a 
Mark of his good Will, to be made Oculift to the 
King. 

With this Feather in his Cup, and his own folid 
Merit, were he half as prudent as he was prodigal, 
he might have continued his Copper-gilt Chariot 
with fix Dapples, and ten thoufand Pounds in his 
Pocket. But alas I his chimerical .Fondnefs . for 
Show led him into a Million of inchanted Caftles. 
OftenUtion was the Idol that undid him : And, what 
is ftrange, he grew more and more in Love with 
thefe Fairy Vifions, as he advanced in Years. He 
-'*»r was happy, but whei^j like a Comet, he 
- T-te' ChaTafe«i Vv^^^ffi^^tcved was 
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that of the marvellous. He imitated, nay invent- 
ed every romantic Extravagance. The Epic and 
the Grand were the Chevalier's natural Stile. 

He was no lefs magnificent within, than without 
Doors. Nothing but Grandeur mufl come near 
his Table. Courfes ferved up in all the Mafquerade 
of Luxury, where Nature was invifible, created 
Difhes, coftly Wines, Mufic, and all the Madiiefs 
of a Roman Feaft were his higheft Triumph. And 

Jet, to make this Prodigy dill more prodigious, no^ 
Aortal was ever lefs anxious about his Palate than 
the Dodor. A broiled Blade-bone of Mutton 
without a Cloth ; a Cruft and a little Salt ; (land- 
ing at fome Dreflfer in his Boots and Riding-Coat, 
made up a thoufand Ortolans. 

He was an Epicure in Idea only. His Table, 
like his Cloathing, was meant for others to gaze at 
more than his own Enjoynftrnt. He would be vifi- 
ble — Nay the very blind muft fee him. But that 
indeed was his true Ambition. 

His wild Oeconomy fent him Abroad once more. 
He fets out for Parisy hoping that Time had defa- 
ced the Memory of the fatal Horfe-pond. 

He left the Widow at a Lodging in Chelfea, and 
his Wife and Son in the Houfe at Suffolk- Street^ 
where they remained till the Landlord had feized 
upon the Goods for Rent. This melancholy Event 
happened a fliort Time after his Departure ; they 
not having wherewith to fdbfift on in England, were 
forced, by Neceflity, to follow him into France. 

The DoQor is at Paris, where Ambition in a 
new Shape has fet herfelf before him. A Shape 
indeed without a Subrtance. He turns Author in 
an evil Hour, as if he had not Misfortunes enough 
before. He neglefts his Patients. The bodily Eye 
was now, forfooth, a meer mechanic Organ, mr.ch 
toocoarfe for his Infpedion. ThexTWeW^Qoi-A^x^v.^ 
the Eye of the Soul, was now \\vs i2iNO\xi\V^^VS^^* 
E a ^ 
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He writes a Supplement to the Icaroed Bifliop of 
Cioyrteh Book, to prove that there was nothing but 
Mind in the Univerfe. The intelleflual Eye he 
now propofed to couch, and purge all Mifts from 
thence. But there he reckoned wrong. A thou- 
fand Quacks to one were there againft him. His 
Patients of this Clafs received no Benefit. They 
are as blind as ever. His Finances fall fliort. He 
gets into Debt, meditates a new Province, but firft 
he places his Son in the College du Placis facing the 
Sorbonnef leaAres his Wife at a Hotel, and fets out 
in the Night for the City oi Bourdeaux ; though 
he had it in his Power to make as great a Figure in 
Paris ^ as he did at London. 

Y{% alfo leaves behind him one of his Chicks, as 
he calls them ; (he was a beautiful young Damfel, 
whom he had inveigled from a French Nobleman, 
which coil him Woe. 

In this Article he flands accufed of violating a 
little the Laws of Hofpitality. He was daily at his 
Lordfliip's Table, and received a thoufand Favours 
at his Hand. But Love conquers all. He fettled 
Matters fo that his beautiful Chick was let down the 
Wall in a Bafket from her Window, whilft the 
JDodor ftood below with open Arms to catch her. 
'Twas in a Garden, where unluckily a Danijb Dog 
vras upon the Watch, who took the Alarm, and 
ruflicci upon the Dofior juft as the Baiket was drop- 
ping into his Lap. His Valet, aflifting in that very 
Moment, had half his Leg torn away. The Doc- 
tor's Throat efcaped by a Miracle, for the furious 
Animal feizcd him by the Collar. The wounded 
Vilet, however, with his Rapier difpatcjicd the 
;ammal. The Lady lay fprawling all this while. 
Put the Dodior, with the Lofs of half his Waift- 
coat and Coat Skirt, made off with his Prize ; 
who having the Keys of the Garden Door, let her- 
Jelf and Lover into the Street *, w\\w tViej ^j^xivcUy 
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got to Shelter, and left the poor Valet to (hift for 
himfelf in the bed Manner he could. 

This fmiiggled Piece of Btauty the DoSor kept 
for his private Vfe^ till Money falling (hort, he left 
her alfo in the Lurch. 

The Nobleman after his Departure, Lad her 
taken up, and put into a Houfc of Correftion^ as 
the Cuftom o[ the Country is, where during a 
Woman's cohabiting with a Man, as much fi- 
delity is expeSed from her, as is if (he was really 
his Wife. In this Houfe they are fliorn of their 
Hair, that of the Head I mean. They are cloath- 
ed in coarfe Weeds, and go through a painful Pro- 
cefs by the Way of Penance ; a Regimen too fe- 
vcre for her delicate Conftitution. She could not 
Aipport it, and died of thcfc Hardfhips in icfs than 
four Months. 

CHAP. XIV. 

In this Article of our Biflory, fometbhg of the mcr^ 
Villous may appear ^ together with fomething of the 
fmalL 

TH E Doftor is now at Bourdeaux. He g0€s 
on with great Succefs. He has an Account 
that his Wife is dangeroufly ill at Paris. He re- 
ports that (he is really dead, puts on Mournbg, and 
in a little Time pays his Court to the Mayor 'i* 
Daughter of the Town ; who, dazled by his Ap- 
pearance and Popularity, began to liften with fome 
Attention to his Propofal ; yet his Difcretion caufcd 
him to fend to Paris ^ to learn from thence if the 
DoQor told him the Truth; but he is affured, 
that the Chevalier's Lady is not only living, but 
perfeQly well recovered. 

E 3 He 
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He lets the DoSor into this very Secret, not 
without fome Menaces ; which fo alarmed hitn^ 
that he fcampers over the Pynnaan Mountains, 
and arrives tit Madrid : Where, in his unguarded 
Zeal, he talks loofely of religious Matters. Be- 
sides there were found upon him fome heretical 
iooks. He finds his Danger, and flies for Refuge 
to Sir Benjamin Keem, our then Embaflador at the 
Court of Spain ; by whofe Affiftance he makes 
his Efcape to Portugal, 

Juft as he was entering upon the Frontiers of 
that Kingdom, in a Poft-rChaife attended by two 
Servants, between the Hours of eleven anil twelve 
at Night, he was attacked by fix armed Men, 
who were in Purfuit of a Murderer. They lake 
him to be the Man. The DoSor not having 
Spanijb enough to explain himfelf, and fufpeding 
he was purfued as a Champion of the Church of 
England^ defended himfelf with great Courage and 
Zeal. He refolved to fail a Martyr, rather than 
fnbmit. He fought fo long, that both his Servants 
were killed and one of his Horfes. He received 
feme Shots in his Cloaths. At laft, finding that 
Superftirion was like to prevail, he, with much 
ReluSance, yielded himfelf up, and was dragged 
by them to a Garrifon at four Miles Diftance ; 
when, upon producing his Paffport, the Mifiake 
came out ; a little too late indeed. 

He arrives at ^een/iuryf a Univerfity in Pcrtu-- 
gal, where the Art of reftoring Sight was very little 
known. Here he differs the Eye, and gave pub- 
lic LeQures upon the Method of treating its DiP^ 
eafes ; which he did with fo much Judgment and 
Ingenuity, that till he put His Theory into Prac- 
tice, they looked upon his Differtation as mere 
Fiflion. 

Though our DoGtov was then \n Diftrefs, yet 
Ajs Merit and Succeft cftablilh^A Vd% BA^\3iV^x\wi 



Dr. J O H N T A Y L O R. 7^ 

to fiich a Degree, that he obtained Letters from 
the Univerfiry to the Court of Portugal^ recom- 
mending him in the ftrongett Terms, Where, in 
a fisw Months, he had the Honour to be made a 
Knight of the Order of Chrift. 

-Here for three whole Years together, he lived 
like a Nobleman. In which Time, among many 
others of fmaller Note^ he reftored to Sight th« 
Viceroy of Brazil ; for whkh Feat he got, to ufe 
his own Words, a Hat full of Gold. But his evil 
Genius w^s hereagab at his Elbow, and pufhed 
him once more into that eccentric Path, which " 
]ed him fo often out of the flraight Road. 

He intrigues with a very handfome young 
Lady, the Wife of an old rich Phyfician, who 
was pleafed to entertain the highed Efteem for 
theDodor^ and, contrary to theCudom of that 
Country, gave him free Admittance into his Family, 
where he fometimes met his Wife. The Doi^or 
a good Judge of the Eye, foon faw fomcthing in 
the Lady*s Look which proroifed an Adventure. 

In fliort, he amufed himfelf agreeably with 
this Lady the beft Part of a whole Year. Nay, 
he had gone fo far as to advifing the Packing up 
of Jewels and other Trifles of great Value, 
which, he told her, would be ufeful in a Journey, 
for they, were to fet out for England together. 
Nay, (he had promifed him to turn Protefiant : 
For that was a Point the DoSor never forgot to 
cultivate in his Dealings with either 7/wi or Pa- 
pijis qf the fair Sex. His Zeal for the Church of 
England kept equal Pace with his Paflions of 
Gallantry. And he could reckon as many Pro- 
felytes as Miftreffes. But the DoSor, like. Captain 
mackheathf could as foon be fatisfied with one 
Woman as one Guinea. 

He is caught at the Reverend Fathers the Ji^ 
/ui/^s Church, by a Lady, Nw\ioVv^^^tyfc^\a^^>^ 
E 4 ^« 
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her Veil in his View, which gave fome GUmpfe 
of a Bofom white as Snow. The Veil in PortU" 

fal fpeaks the Language of all Countries. The 
)oftor takes the Hint, commences Admirer, is 
kd by the Lady into a v^ry elegant Exchange of 
Civilities. 

This relieved the Samenefs of his Collation at 
the old Dodor's. The Variety gave new Life 
and Spirits to his whole Deportment. He appears 
more brilliant and engaging; He feels a frefli 
Ardour kindle in his Bofom to the Religion in^ 
which he was educated. 

The Spirit of his Miflion ftirred ftrbngly in 
him. And now the Miftrefs of a Popijh Archbiftiop 
is to be brought over to the Communion of the 
edabliihed Church of Enghnd\ for fuch is the 
Lady, who now felt the force of his Argumenta- 
tioiis. His Reafons, (he thought, were much 
ftronger than thofe of the Archbifliop. He made 
deeper ImpreiTions upon her, and (he gave Way 
very quickly to all his Motives. Such was the 
Meafure of his Talent in the Art of Perfuafion. 

But the female Hypocrite above-mentioned hath 
Notice of his Progrefs in this fpiritual Warfare, 
She lays up Vengeance for him ; and in his next 
Vifit (he receives him with great Shew of AfFeSion, 
tells him, (he has got a Glafs of the fineft White- 
Wine in all Spain^ which he muft give his Opinion 
of. She fills to him, and he drinks two or three 
Bumpers with. Glee; faid he never tafted any 
thing fo excellent. But, Madam, fays he, all your 
Favours are the richeft upon Earth. 

Traitor ! fays (he, I am revenged — you have 
drunk the moft powerful Poifon in the World— 
you have not an hour to live — The Arthbilhop's 
Miftrefs, Traibr ! At thele Words (he tlew out 
of the Room, with a thoufand Furies in her 
Face, 
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The Doflor now fat more like a Figure of Ice, 
than a breathing Mortal. His whole I^ife came 
rufhing into his View. His Gonfcicrice, ftarfled 
from its Slumber, ;ftares him frightfully in the Face ; 
a thoufand Terrors, the paft, the prefent, and the 
^tiire, are nil before him. He beats his Forehead, 
plucks off his Diamond Crofs, and flings it to 
the Floor. He ftamps, he rave*, he roars, he 
runs to his Houfe, without hearing or feeing any 
thing in his Way. He cries for Help. 

Here he meets the Chaplain of the Englijlr 
.Faftory, and another Gentleman, his Friend, ta 
whom he roars aloud for Help. They are amazed* 
He cries out, Poifon ! Poifon \ Taylor is no more, 
my Friends — I die, I die — Toykr is cut ihorti and 
the Woildis lelTened. 1 feel it boil aimong ntT* 
Bowels. My Stomach is on Fire. A JJttke, a Puke, 
a Puke ! My Crofs, my Diamond Crdfs, and all 
my Tides for a Puke. I confefs I am a Sinner— 
'lis now no Time — O yes,. I have a Wife and 
Son at P&ris — Sir,. alTift me ; I have blinded many 
— caught, caught in my own accurfed Snare — 
this Fire con (times me — Yes, I believe it all, the. 
Creed, the Trinity. O give me the hot Water, 
drench me to the Muzle. San grado now aflllt 
me — it works up and down — the Poifon works m« 
ilrcnger— Sir Hans Shan fliall have my Inftru.- 
ments — My Art who can inherit ?^ — My darling 
Son — O Pve wronged my Family — My Pulfe is 
finking — Yes, Pve wronged my Family — this 
dreadful Woman — The Ratile-Snake is not more 
fatal — I have m.ide fome Converts, Sir; will that 
atone ? — 

Now the Apothecary pour^ in fweet Oils. H^ 
is drench(,d. unmercifully, and brought fo lov\^, 
that he gives up all Thoughts of Life.. He begs 
the Parfon's Help, and thipks of the other World 
in carncft. 
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He makes his Will in the Intervals of the Clofe- 
Stool and the Bowl. His Candle now was burning 
at both Ends. He expeds every Moment it will 
go out. I bequetth my Works to the College of 
Phyficians: Ah, no, fays he, Til leave them to 
my darling Son. Pll leave him all my Papers. 
They'll make him fomc Amends. The Materials 
for writing my Life, under my own Hand, he 
fhali have them all. My Crjofs is gone for ever. 
O. read the departing Prayer! I fink, I die— The 
Poifon mafters all my Vitals — No human Art can 
conquer it — O lay me on the Bed. My Reafon 
too begins to totter. 

Here he is put into Bed. The Parfon gives him 
Abfolution. His Friends all kneel around. The 
laft Prayer .is read. He dozes in a kind of Stupe- 
fadion. His Eyes are clofcd, but ftiil he breathes. 

'Tis now beyond the Hour of Midnight; when 
lo! a grave Perfon, in the Habit of the Faculty, 
enters the Room, defires to fee the Chevalier. 
He feels his Pulfe, (hakes his Head, and feema 
much concerned. He offers him a Cordial, but 
alas ! he utters not a Word. The Voice he feem- 
ed to notice, and he opened by Degrees his Eyes. 
The Phyfician, offers him again the Cordial, but 
in vain. 

At length, his Mouth is opened, and down he 
pours the Draught. 'Twas like ?\t Walter RaleigVu 
He feels a ^Flafh of Lightning dart through all his 
Inwards. His Colour kindles by I>egrees. And 
now he (hews fome Signs of Life. Nay, he 
fpeaks, and aiks what faving Angel had thus reliev- 
ed him. He takes more Cordial. He flill grows 
better, and he gazes on his DoSor. TheDia-* 
mond Crofs he feels within his Hand 5 and fome- 
thing then is whifpercd in hii Ear. 
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At this he raifed himfelf a litrle, fooks wild 
about him, and cries outj^ Reverend Sir, I am not 
dead ; take back the Abfolution, they will never 
fign it over Head — O my charming Chicken, in 
her HuA}and's Cloaths too, what, no Poifon then, 
but Spanijb Whitie-Wine ! oh, it was a damn'd 
Dofe — I'll no more of the Biihop's Miftrefs •— 
Yes, Pm better, O my fweet Phyfician ! — It waa 
a devilifli Dofe indeed. Mr. Simpftn^ this my 
charming Chicken, my darling Convert, and my 
Diamond, are both come back. The lucky Mi- 
nute ! I have them both again — recall the Abfo- 
lution — Ah, it was a little cruel, but I mend 
apace — She will read her Recantation now — We 
will flrait for England; you\t got the Diamonds 
and the Money. Aye, aye, we will ftrait for 
England.^ Mr. Stmp/on, youMl befriend us — A 
Profelyte is a precious Thing 1 — Yes, we will 
ftrait fet out — Another Gulp will fet me on my 
Legs — Oh fucha rafping Dofe, it had like to 
fend me packing, the greateft Creature in the 
World. 

The Parfon was in amaze. But the Lady, in 

•her Hufband^s Breeches, afTured him, all was true; 

• that (he-gave him nothing but a Glafs of Wine 

to drink. She was forry the/ had puked and 

purged him fo; but, fays (he, it will ferve him 

both for Phyfic and Philofophy ; it will correft 

his Humours and his Morals too. ,We muft be 

gone. If my Hu(band (hould fufped, we are 

Undone forever. 

The Chevalier was much recovered. The 
Chaplain advifed him not to ftir that Night ; faid, 
the Lady might read her Recantation in England to 
more Advantage ; he would give them all the 
A(riftance in his Power; advifed them to keep 
clofe, till they had heard again from him, which 
ipqould be In the Evening after Tonmorrow. 
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he Chevalier exprefled his Thanks^ begged 
im once more to take back the Abfoliltion, 
kcd his Wiity declared his whole Behaviour 
but ading a Part, he meant nothing feriousi 
begged of the Chaplain as a Man of Honour* 

report him fo, led it fhould hurt his Reputa* 

n as a Gentleman, which was a Thing he 

lued much more than his Life. 

The Chaplain {tared at him; but promifed to 
jey, and to get Things ready againft the Time 
ppointed, and bid them both goc^l Night. 

CHAR XV. 

jt Scene 9/ Tendernefs and Sincerity will heri 
furnijb out a Contraft h our Heroes general 
Cbara£ier. 

TH E Lady now exprefled great Sorrow for 
the Harfhnefs of her Medicine. She ap-» 
prehended it feems, that it might have no friendly 
EfFea upon her Night's Entertainment ; fo (he 
made her Choice to fit up and cheriih the Doc- 
tor with Cordials and with Kindnefs, till he was 
in fome Degree reftored to his priftine Faculties* 
They fettle the Plan of their intended Flight. 
Her Hu/band, (he faid, knew nothing at all of 
her. Sl)e had taken her Opportunity in his Ab- 
fence ; and fnotwithftanding his FalHiood) ready 
to go round the World with him. She hoped 
Mr. Simp/on would be punflual> for every Hour 
was an Age. 

The DoQor endeavoured to convince her in the 
bed Manner he could, that his AflPeSion for her 
had not loft all its original Energy, and was but 
partly ruined ; he felt his Vigour and Integrity 
return. Fads are convincing Things ; and the 
Do£tor was not idle. In this Interval of Drefd 
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tnd Joy, they pad their horrid, happy Moments 
in expeSing ardently the Chaplain, ftill flretched 
upon the 1 enter-Hooks of Hope and Fear. A 
Condition of Mind which none can defcribe or 
Ihiagine, but thofe who have felt k. 

The important Minute was now approaching 
near, and Expedation went abroad to meet it. 
The Rumbling of a Coach alarms them. They 
ftart with Rapture at the Sound, and vowed tne 
Chaplain was an Angel. They fpring to meet 
him. But oh ! what Language can defcribe their 
Terror ! They meet the Holy Office at the Door^ 
the Midnipht-Coach, and aH the black Tribunal* 
The Inqnifition now has feized them.' This Thun- 
der-Clap was woife than all his Pukings. 

The Chevalier, the Lady in Difguifc, his Books 
and Papers, are all feized and carried ofF to Prifon^ 
to the dreadiul Prifon. 

He is accufed of being a Jew ; and a fearful 
Procefs is begun. 

Two Brothers of the Faculty, In their Envy 

• of his Merit, did him this Kindnefs. He faw 

before him a Profpeft truly terrible. They put 

him to the Torture in a Manner not unlike the 

Fumigation, and full as dreadful. 

Here ihe Chevalier foon felt the Difference be- 
tween this infernal Jurifdi^ion, where Innocence 
itfelf is often criminal, and a Nation, whofe civil 
Polity is but mere Humanity exercifed by Truth 
and Pvcafon, where Law is Liberty, and Subjec- 
tion perfefl Freedom ; where Religion is the 
Handmaid of Virtue, to drefs her out in all the 
Ornaments of Moderation, Humility, and every 
fo\:ial and fublime AttraQivc. 

In this horrid Extremity, he found a Paflage to 
a noble Lord, the then ambaflador from England at* 
the Court of Portugal, a CharaQer iljuftrious all 
over Europe, whofe RefoluUon \s ^0^2^ x.^ \s\^ 
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Humanity. Through his Lordfhip's kind Appt!- 
cation and powerful Influence, the DoSor is at 
laft inlarged. When nothing lefs than Providcncet 
in the Pcrfon of his noble Benefaaor, could have 
wrought his Delivery, which was brought about 
rather by a Connivance of the G)urt of Pertu^ 
galy than through any legal and open Procefs, 

He efcapes in the Night. His fair , Friend, out 
of Petticoats attends him in his Retreat. Nor had 
he Leifure to bid the Bifliop's Miftrefs one foft 
Farewell. He felt fome tender Pains on her Ac- 
count, for he loft a Profelyte; but his good In- 
tention he hoped might be accepted. The In- 
quifition cancelled half his Pafllon; but his Zeal 
was ftill invincible. Nay, he gained a te'nfold Force 
from his Adverfity. He vowed revenge like Han- 
nibalf and would facrifice a thoufand Nuns 
as Viaims to his injured ^oiher the Church of 
England^ and his own Refentment. He deter- 
mined to go and make Reprifals, whilft aught of 
Man remained in him. 

He is now upon his Journey; his fair Fetlow- 
Traveller and he. They are mounted upon Port- 
Horfes, and leave behind them, in their Haftet 
all their Apparel, except the Suits they had on ; 
fome Jewels and things of Value they had fecurcd. 
But alas I the Poor Lady was fo difordered, by 
the Fatigue of her Journey, that (he had a Fever 
on the third Day after their fetting out. It in- 
creafed continually* Her delicate Frame was 
not able to fuftain it ; and though flic fell ill at 
a Place the moft unpromifing in her Situation, yet 
fhe wanted no Ailiftancc that Art or Kindnefs 
could adminifter, for the Parifli-Prieft was him- 
felf a good Phyfician. He was always with her; 
and not only him, but a Gentleman of the Fa« 
cult^, the worthy Father's Brother, happened to 
be then upon a Vilit wUb Vv\m. 
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The poor Lady grew worfe and worfe. And 
the Chevalier, to do him Juftice, was pierced to 
the very Soul with Sorrow. Her afFeSionate Ge- 
nerofity and Friendfliip were working at his 
Heart. He fees her finking to the Crave on his 
Account. 

In fliort, all Hopes of Recovery are given over. 
The wounded Chevalier feels an additional Pang. 
The Thoughts of her dying a Paptft^ after all 
the Pains he had taken in her Converdon, re- 
coiled grievoufly upon his Virtue. O I it was a 
two-fold, agoading AfHiSion ; but Neceflity muft 
be obeyed.* 

She is now upon the Verge of a Delirium. She 
gives the Chevalier her Jewels; and, with Tears 
and dying Tendernefs, (he begs him to be gone, 
and leave her to the Priefl's Humanity, who 
would fee her decently interred. At this her Un- 
derftanding quite failed, and (he 'faid ik> more to 
be underftood. 

The Dodor waited till (he was quite fenfelefs ; 
and then, taking filent Leave with a forrowful 
Heart, he ported off with all Speed. 

He knew her Sex muft foon be difcovered, and 
the Danger which muft follow. He therefore tra- 
velled Night and Day, till he cams to a convenient 
Port, where he took Shipping ;* and after a very 
dangerous Voyage, landed fafe at laft at FaU 
moUtb, 



End of tbi Firft Volume. 
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CHAP. I. 

Here a Jlrange Galamaufry^ and a Nsw A^or it 
introduced. 

HERE the Chevalier, difguifed in the Habit 
of a Poriuguefe^ and (peaking nothing but the 
Language of that Country, taking with him an 
Interpreter, travelled on to Salijbury^ where his 
Son met hira, having alfo made his Efcape from 
the College du Placisy where he had been placed by his 
Father. He had continued there five Years, dur- 
ing the Dodtor's Travels through Spain and Por- 
tugal^ &ic, who forgot to remit the Stipend agreed 
upon for his Maintenance and Ejd^c^Xv^'^. 'Wfc 
Youth was /requenily preifcd vo ^tc^x^cfc "^^ 
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Romi/b Faith but in vain ; for he was fo thoroughly 
initiated in the Principles of the Proteftant Religion^ 
during hi^ Continuance at the Rev. Mr. Cr9w\ 
' School at Kenfmgtihy that all their attempts 
proved fruitlefs. 

At length the College proceeded to Severities ; 
which obliged him to think of his Efcape. This 
he effe^ed by travelling through the Gates of P^- 
ris in a Fifli-Cart. When he got as far as ' St. 
Dennis^ fie fell in company with an Irijh Prieft, 
who was coming over to England zs a Miflionarj^ 
to make Profelytes to the Roman-CatboHc Religion* 

Young Taylor tells the Prieft, that he was of 
a good Family in England ^ that were Roman-Ca" 
tbolics^ which, he made no Dotibt^ would be very 
fervicable to him in the Work he went upon. 

They fet forward on Foot for Calais^ ftill keeping 
ah Eye upon the Diligence or Stage-Carriage. 
Thisferved todiraSl them in their Journey, being 
both Strangers to the Road. 

5y the Time they had reached Abbeville^ which 
is about half Way from Paris to Calais^ the Fa- 
tigue of Travelling, and the Heat of the Wea- 
ther, threw the poor Prieft into a Fever. 
V Our young Traveller, expelling every Moment 
to be purfued, had only time to (ay to the Prieft, 
Dieu vous bienifse^ and purfued his Journey, till he 
arrived at Boulogne, 

Here his Feet being galled with Travelling, he 

was glad to accept of the OflFerof a returned Poft- 

Horfe. Upon which he arrived at Calais \ where 

he was feized by the Soldiers as he. entered the 

Gates, who carried .him before a Magiftrate, 

where he was required to produce his Paflport. 

'It is impoilible to conceive the Terror with 

Which our young Traveller was ftruck at thi^ 

Demand. He dreaded immediate Chains and 

Dungeons. He was {ute bm^ ol Viv^ Cx3(t«gL 
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Friends had been before Hand with him ;• that he 
was to be carried back to Paris ^ and there undergo 
all that difappointed Bigotry, in its Rage, could 
inflia. 

In this terrible Condition, being ftill preflTed by 
the Magiftrate to produce fome Account of him- 
felf, he recolleds that he had about him a Letter 
from his Uncle, inviting him to come to England ; 
he produces it : And theUxicle exprcfling in the Let- 
ter his Thanks to the Profeflbrs of the College du 
Placis for the Care they took of his Nephew ; the 
Governor feei^ig this, made no Doubt but he came 
away with the Confent of his Teachers, and dif- 
milled him immediately. 

Our Traveller, having no Baggage to infpeS^ 
his whole Cargo confiding of a few Livres, a fe-* 
cond Shirt, a Teiemaihus and an Ovidy was imme* 
diately difcharged. 

He embarks for England, But not being able to 
purchafe a Cabin, he is tumbled in among the com- 
mon Lumber. Hard as his Lodging was. Fatigue 
and Anxiety foon flung him into a very found Sleep; 
which continued till the Acclamations of the Sailors, 
for landing fafc at the Tower- Dock had awaked him ; 
when rubbing his Eyes, and finding, with great 
Joy where he was, without further Delay he once 
more leaped upon Proteftant Ground. He gave 
three Springsand aHuzza,and flung what littleMoney 
he had, in his Tranfports, among the Mob. But 
feeing three Wine-Porters marching towards him, 
one of them being bare-headed, the Sight of their 
Surplice and Sleeves put him- in Mind of his ca- 
nonical Friends at Paris, He runs into a Barber's 
Shop to avoid them. The Barber alked, if he was 
mad ? fatd, they were no Bailiffs, but fome Por- 
ters. He recovers himfelf, begs Pardon, and a(ks 
the Way lo Hogfdon. He vs dATe6l<tA Xii \v\\ ^^^ 
Uncle at the Rfyal Oak^ w\xo twvN^^Vvcci'^XNSc^r 



vs^ 
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and tells him, that his Father the Chevalier was 
then at Faimauiih 

Having lately landed from Portugal, he writes to 
his Father, who fends him immediately two Suits 
of Cloaths of blue Damaik lined with black Silk, 
and embofled with Frogs of the fame Colour. The 
Air and Cut of thefe Cloaths eTcprefTed fomething 
foreign, which the Mob, in their great Wifdoro, 
were pleafed to call Frenchified. 

CHAP. II. 

Jgravi Criticiftn on a very paltry Performance. 

THUS equipped, the young Chevalier tra^ 
vds to the Borougb-Fair ; where he feem» 
an human Exotic in the Eyes of that polite AfZbm^ 
bly. They Toon faw the Ridiculomiiefs of his 
Drcfs, and judged the Singularity of it to be a pub- 
lic Crime, which, by the Law of Nations, the 
Populace have ever pre fumed to puniflt. 

Now whether this Incident may not furnifli Dints 
to fome licentious Inquirers concerning the real 
Grounds and true Bottom of moral Reaitade and 
natural Propriety, is a Queftion which the curious, 
at their bed Leifure, may pleafe to determine. But 
why the Fafliion of a Coat, for being only a little 
uncommon, fliould give fuch Provocation to two 
or three thoufand rational Beings, in a Land of ' 
Liberty too, where every one may indulge his Fan- 
cy wiiii Impunity, either in the Choice of his Tay- 
lor, or his Parfon, is perhaps a Queftion not eaftly 
anfwered. 

A handfome genteel young Man, with a modefl: i 
N and inoffenfive Deportment, is made the Butt of ; 
In/b/ence, Brutality and Abufc, \ti ite moft merci- | 
lefs and /avage Nlanncr, becaufc Vit m^tt Ywi^ 
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upon his Coat, his Hat under his Arm, and hit 
Sword by his Side. 

I have feen Turkies indeed fet a quarrcfing by 
rubbing a little Mud on one or two of their Heads ; 
the Parties fo marked were purfued by the reft as 
Enemies to the whole Species : But this let the 
Moralifts clear up. It will be fooner done, perhaps, 
than our young Chevalier's Coat can be reltored to 
its original Freftinefs. His Finery is defaced.- Ai 
very coarfe Welcome to his native Country. Htf 
draws his Sword, purfues one of the Judges into 
Biaciman-Sireet^ who had been the firft who gave 
his pradical Opinion againft the Drapery above- 
mentioned. He was not Angular. The whole 
Pandaemonium with Hand and Voice foon feconded 
his Sentiment. 

T*he prefcribed Criminal, with more Frogs on 
his Coat than he fet out with, efcapes to the Water- 
Side half frighted to Death ; takes Boat, and in a 
Day or two recovers his Reafon, and his Cloathihg 
in feme Degree. 

He takes a Place in the Salijbury Coach,, his 
Father having appointed to meet him in that 
City. ^ 

He is ftared at again by the Paflcngers in the Ve- 
faicle^ who treat him with Mockery inllead of Mud, 
and by a thoufand aukward Conundrums, and Bear- 

Strdcn Railleries, kept pelting him all the Way. 
e endeavoured to make Reprifals in broken EngUfi^ 
for he had almoft loftliis native Tongue, being.fo 
longabfent in France. But this Circumftance was 
a frcfli Aggravation of his Guilt. They talked 
loud to him, as if he was deaf ; and aiked him , 
Queftions as if he were an Idiot, wifely judging 
that good Senfe and a good EngUJh Accent were 
convertible Terms, and he that wanted the latter^r 
coial4 never be pofifefled of the former. 



94 THE HISTORTf OP 

There was a Parfon in the Coacht who adrifed 
him, if he went a hunting, to beware the Fate of 
AbfaUm^ left, fays he, the Branches may faflen in 
your Frogs, and you may hang between the Hea- 
ven and the Earth. To which the Stripling who 
wanted not a Repartee, and muftering all hislittle 
EngUflj together, anfwered his Reverence, that 
Tyburn though a fmooth Tree and without 
Branches, might be full as dangerous to a plain 
Coat and one of his G^lour too» A Quaker in 
the fame Carriage, notwithftanding his Gravity 
could not refrain, with a fandified Sneer^ to pull 
oflFone or two of his Vanities, as he called them^ 
faying. They were the Livery of Satan, and Shreds 
of the Whore of Babylon. 

By the Time he had reached the Inn, the 
Luxury of his Corinthian Coat was retrenched to 
the Simplicity and Nakednefs of the Quaker's own 
Caflbck. His Hair >vas alfo a great Offence ; the 
Curls of which, the Quaker faid, refembled the 
Snares of a vile Courtezan, much more than the 
Ornaments of a manly and rational Choice, advifed 
him to get himfelf ihorn at the next Barber's Shop, 
and he would lend him his Woolen Night- Cap, 
till his Hair (hould grow as grey and as ftrait as his 
own. 

To which a jolly Gentlewoman with a ruddy 
Complexion, a little flaked and diverfified like ' 
Marble, who had no Stays on, anfwered. Hell's 
Luck to your old quaking Carcafs, can't you let 
the fweet young Gentleman alone, and be damned 
to you ; and you, you roping old reverend For- 
nicator, with your dry Rubs and be curfed to you ; 
may be I don't know you : By Jefus, you have not 
paid for the laft Flogging you had at my Houfe, 
2nd Sally Winter will tear the GownoflFyoiir Back, 
when fhe meets you next* . i- . 

- The 
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'This unexpeded Sally flung a Damp over the 
two. fpiritual Prigs. They were morjc merciful in 
their Attacks for the future ; whilft Mrs. Brandy'- 
n$fi bullied with her Frowns, but tipt the friendly 
Wink upon the young Chevalier. In (hort, (he 
kept the Peace till they arrived at Salifiury. 

CH A P. III. / 

' , I . ' ■ ■ '* •" • I ■ " ■ ■ 

A mtre SabnagundL 

HERE the young E)oSor meets his Father^^^ 
who flood waiting for the Coach at the .Inn 
Door* 

The Lad recollefied him more from the Sin- 
gularity of his DrefSy than his Perfpn ; which^ 
however varied in fonie uneflential Modes, yet Aill 
preferved an Identity of Charader. 

He receives the Youth with great Marks of 
Kindnefs^ which however Teemed a little daftied 
with Diicontent. The Lad's Mien and fine< Ap- 
proach to Manhood, alarmed the DoQiqf. He 
dreaded, it feems, the Point of Comparifon, left 
the Lady fhould make Conclufions to his Difad- 
vantage. 

He calls the Landlord and tells him, this is my 
darling Son, but he is not at all like me ; that 
long Hair. of his has quite difguifed him; I muft 
hvr^ it off immediately. The Truth is, the Boy 
had a very fine Head of Hair, which the Barber, 
for a good Price, foon cut off. The Chevalier 
dubbs him in one of his own old Wigs, and cries 
out. Aye, now you look like a Man. Why, Jaci^ 
you are as like me as my own Brother j for that 
Was indeed the Charader he would have him pafs 
under* 
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The Doflor's Diamond Crofs, that daz1ing"Ar- 
Jlgne of the Order of Chriil, which he put on in 
Portugal^ happened to ftrike the .SV»/Jr/KOT of a. cer- 
tain reverend Father, an Ir'ijb Prieft, then reiiding 
at SaliJbUryt who was retained there by a Group of 
Neighbours as their private Chaplain. He conclu- 
ded inftantly that the Chevalier was a mod zealous 
Romart'Catboiic, tie gets acquainted with him 
through Means of the' Landlady at the Inn. He 
tells him he had a private Ciiapel at about two 
Miles diflance from the Townj to which, fays he^ 
fevcral Ladies and Gentlemen, who pretend to be 
ProteJIants under Appearance of riding but fdrthe 
Air, or going a hunting,, conftantly refort. - Thiay 
are grateful, fays the Pried, for my fpi ritual Ad^ 
miniftrations, and large in thdir temporal AclonDw- 
ledgements. To tell you the Truth, mod of them 
are my own Converts ; for I am here, . my Jewel, 
upon the Miflion. And, though the People are 
fliarp enough in their worldly Concerns, yet they 
know fo litile of Religion here of any kind, jthat 
they aile the eafieft Prey I ever met with 'in my 
whole Life. I vow to my God, Sir, a Cobler or a 
Weaver, in the North of Ireland^ knows more of 
Chapter and Verfe, than the Squire, or the Parfon 
himfelf, in this Country. 

Befides, Sir, a good Make of Perfon ; as for In- 
dance, now I am near fiK Foot high. You fee 
my Shoulders^ and my dandirig, they are pretty 
ftout, good lAjb-hMWl Timber, with other; Things 
in Proportion. Hi, nriy Dear, wliat wifH you have 
of it, Dodor ? (for I fee you are a Sportfm^a your- 
felf.) We have Bodies to work upon. as -well as 
Mind ; and our Indruftions of late are very copi- 
ous upon that Head. By my Soul, I have found it 
anfwer better with me, than any intellcAual Af- 
tempts I was able to make ; I mean. Sir, with4he 
Ladies only ; oh, miderftand m^in^x. \ts«»s^^ 
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the Ladies only. I generally make my Way thro 
the Wife, to gain the Hu(band. It is an excellent 
Medium, and ver^ pleating in the PraSice, I could 
name you five rich Merchants in London^ that I 
have hfted under the Catholic Banner, by Means 
of thefe Apoftles in Petticoats, their own Wives. - 

I have now a neighbouring Curate in Town. HU 
Spoufe is already in the Pale of the Church, and I 
ezped he will Toon follow. I have given him very 
good Books to read, fuch as the Fifty Reafons^ Dr. 
Shait, and the Catbolie Cbriflian. Oh, the Devil 
go with that Dr. Middkton^ ne has fpoiled my Mar- 
ket with his curfed Letter from Rome. By Jefus, 
it is a very comical Sort of a Book. In it, fure e- ^ 
nough, Dodor, there is a great many Things be* 
long to all Things ; but 'tis none of my Bufinefs^ 
you know, to cry out Whore firft. 

This Curate nas but a very poor Living, that's 
another ftrong Motive ; and then we have large Col- 
ledions made among the rich Catholic Families for 
the Encouragement of Converts. And over and 
above all this, (among Friends) I doubt, the^ ho- 
neft Curate takes very light Meals of Religion of 
any Kindy^ He never had a fpiritual Surfeit in his 
Life. He was talking of going over to fVbitefield. 
But, I belieVe, I have given him the Bait ; fo that 
he is as good as within my Trap. 

I have been very lucky this laft Summer m the 
Town here. I can reckon our Landlady herfelf in the 
Number of the Eled. By my troth, (he is a kind, 
believing, good Sort of a Woman in it. But her 
Huiband is a Heretic to the Back-bone. St. Ig^ 
natius himfelf could not move him. 

My dear Sir, 1 am to give Mafs, with an Ex- 
hortation, on Monday Morning next, at my fpi- 
ritual Farm in the Fields, where I fhould rejoice to 
fee you. Upon my Prieflhood, I will introduce 
mid recommend you to many o^ tu^ Cwv^^'^xx^'^^ 

Vol. IL Y ^^^ 
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who are People of Fortune and Family, and majr 
fcrve you in your Profeflion ; for I give Sight one 
Way, and you another. 

The Do^or thanked him, but felt an Indignation 
rife within him. He made fome (hrewd Reflec- 
tions upon his Story. His very Blood boiled, to 
think, that Popery was taking fuch large Strides in 
England, The Inquifition fprung up with all its 
Terrors in his Mind. He could hardly refrain from 
falling foul upon the Pried ; but he checked his 
Kefentments, and promifed to be at Mafs on Mon^ 
day. But Sunday^ it feems, happened, a Day that 
the Dodor didinguifhed by the Name of Clamare 
Oppidum ; that is, the Day on which he ufed to 
alarm the Town. He puts on all his Bravery ; 
for he made up a dazling Suit, which, with his 
Diamond King and Crofs, rendered him a Rival to 
his Brother the Sun. 

In all this Pomp and Glory, he enters the Ca- 
thedral, when Service was about half over ; and 
preffing up cbfe to the Parfon, drew upon him, in 
an Inftant, the Eyes of the whole Cbngregation. 
He behaved himfelf with fuch Majefty and Firm- 
nefs, that they took him for fome German Prince, 
who came to admire their (lately Gothic Cathe- 
dral. 

Service done, he is followed by the Eyes of the 
whole Congregat'ion to his Inn ; where he had not 
been many Minutes before he was accofted in a ve- 
ry polite Manner, by a Gentleman refident at 
Salijhury, He invited the Doftor to dine with him ; 
which indeed he did, and paft the Evening in a very 
elegant Manner. He was regaled by the Gentle-* 
man's fine Tafte, Wit, and Learning, together ^ith 
fome excellent Mufic. 

In the Evening the DoQor returns to his &in {h 
high Spirits, being fet down out of the GeBtfefOi^^ . 
own CosLchp 
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He finds the Pneft and the Landlady happy over 
a Bowi of Punch together. 

The Prieft immediately exprefled his Concern, 
at hearing that the Dodor had been to Church in 
fuch State. He hoped he was a Man of Honour^ 
and would not reveal the Subj^d-Matter of their 
it& Converiation. 

The DoSor aflured him, it was his ufual Manner 
oF making himfelf known, that he had a Difpen- 
fation for fuch Liberties, which were abfolutely nc- 
ceflary to the carrying on his Buiinefs ; bid him ba* 
ntfli all Sufpicion, and drank the Pope^s Health in 
a Bumper. 

The Prieft took him by the Hand, and faid. 
To-morrow fliould convince him, how much he 
was his Friend. 

To-morrow comes. The Dodor keeps hts 
Word ; is prefent at the Exhorution and the Mafs. 
The firft had ftich an original Eflence of Abfurdity 
in it, and was in every Refped fuch a compleat 
fthapibdy of Bombaft, Blunder, Nonfenfe, and the 
broadeft Brogue, that the DoSior could not forbear 
fnatching as much out in Short-Hand, as bis Pencil 
or Attention from Laughter would fufFer him to 
tsd^edown. 

Father Pbelim O Comefty^ for that was his Name, 
haying mounted the Roftrum^ and crofTed himfelf 
in due Form, took Notice, with great feeming Hu- 
mility, that this Wa?: the firft Time he had the 
Hpnour and Rappinefs to addrefs himfelf, from the 
Pulpit, to his. beloved Aflembly of Catholics. 

He was forry to fmuggle out his Benedidions and 
his Dodrine to them like contraband Goods, as the 
People rpn Brandy and . Tobacco in Ireland^ at the 
Rifque pf< their Necb. But, fays he, St. Patrick " 
himfeir was perfecuted for. the Truth, ami ftolea 
Watisrs jaw^ f^^^et. 
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Ah, ah, my Beloved, I cannot but weep, when I'll 
think of that unfortunate Hill of Croft>^ b. Keel near 
Kflls in Ireland^ where I'JI ufe to (hilebrate Mafs for 
thofe Nagures formerly; thofc Nagures lyill not al- 
low me a Houfe over my Head, nor a Pulpit for put 
my Foots in ; but the Craws land the Fowls of the Va« 
ley coming fiteing, fiteing down upon myfclf, and 
my Books in it. 

Vivaria ! VlHoria I My Beloved, I have gained 
tbc Vifiory over the World, the Flefli, and the 
Devil, and thefe Nagures. 

Here fome unruly Woman began to titter, and 
alk Queftions. 

Upon which Father Pbelim rebuked them with 
great Wrath, and faid aloud, that LotiJVs Wife 
was turned to a Pillar of Shalte, for one Look a* 
bout Qiiara ; for why ? Urroo, becaufe, fays he, 
fhe was Curioftiity, like the reft of her Shorte, 
and after a Paufe he went on. 

The Tix for this Day, he being Ea/ler^ Monday^ 
is write in the ten and twenty Chapter of the holy 
Gofpel according to St. Sbebi^ in the eleven and 
forty Verfes, you'll found um this Way : Hes pour 
me out like tVater^ fays he, and ht*s cruddle me like 
Sbeefes. Hcs pour me out like Water ^ fays he, .and 
be^s cruddle me like Cheefes, 

My Beloved, I rouft' remember you, by Way of 
Explanation upon my Tiir, that there is three fc- 
veral Sorts of Sheezesy for be conlhider here is, 

Firjl and foremoft. There is your Crame Sbeefe, 
that is one. Oh that is a very fine Sheefe. Your 
Crame Sheefe will contain in himfcif the Quintef- 
fence of. all Sheefes ; for af you'll hold him with 
. the Fire, he'll melt in Grace, and he'll rife in Glory. 
By the.Cram^ Sheefe, is as much as to fliay; ib^. 
hoLy Roman Catholic Church. ■ •...'. ='• "• ■ ; 

Si^condly^ There is your new Milk Sheefov • R*lir 
BO very bad Sheefe. It is iVve beft. ol vVfc ViW^ 
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Sheefes. For af you'll hold him with the Fire, 
he'll melt in Grace ; but he will not rife in Glory. 
Ah, no, he will not rife in Glory. By the new 
Milk Sheefe, is as much as to ihay, th;:3aurch of 
England, or that Way. 

Thirdly and lailly. There is your ikim Milk 
Sheefe. Ah, that is a very bad Sheefe. It is the 
worft of the bad Sheefes. For af you'll hold him 
with the Fire, he'll neither melt in Grace, nor rife 
in Glory. Ah, it is the Milk of thele wicked 
black Goats, that (hall frand at the lift Hand at 
the Day of Judgment. By the Ikim Milk Sheefe, 
is as much as to fhay, the blue Prcjlyurian in the 
North of Ire/and. 

. But the Perfon that we will commimorate this . 
Day, is now of thefe three (heveral Shorts of Sheefes. 
Arrah no, he is the true Aduliaha7ie^ which above 
them all is the be(^. Euara for why ? Urroo, bc- 
cafe he's make of Cruds,. as you'll found him in 
tbeTix—- He's pour me out, fays he, like Water, 
and he's xruddle me like Cheefes. 

When St. ^ntbony^ of PadiiOy was travailing 

with his Foots upon the Ships of the Sea, the little 

Filhes will peep their Heads up out of the Water, 

to heard St. Mthony of Fadua preach. But the 

Heretics is worfe than the Fiflies, my Beloved. 

They will not liften to the Voice of their Catholic 

Mother, when (lie cries out, Whil al illo, and claps 

her Hands, to bring them Home again. Urroo, 

no, they will fpit in her Face, like wicked Children 

as they are, and kick the poor old Matron out of 

.Doors.. But the Catholic Shurch, my Beloved, is 

like a common Mile Bog, the more you'll (hit up- 

. on her, the fader (he'll grow. 

; Now Xhe Prote/iantjf that is to (hay, the Herc- 

..IfCSj whofe Reiigioijdid begin with Luther and Cal- 

^■>i»i they'll (hay, that we (hould not worfhip An- 

/.geisj nor their Shalnls, wot iVvtvx ?J«viv^>!^^'>aoa.\^ 
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And to prove their Aftiirfhon, they'll brought jrott 
a Tix out of or, Exodus^ where he'll write, Love 
God alone — Dher ♦ Dhey it is there fure enough. 
But what will we fay in Anfwer to that again ? ifrs 
write in the holy Gofpel according to St. 7oW/— 
Love me, fays he, and love my Dog. As naff he 
did fay. Love, God, love his Angels ; love his An- 
gels, love his Shaints ; love his Shaints, love lus 
Shainis PiQures, as you'll found him in the Tix-— 
He*s pour me out like Water, fays he, and he's crud^ 
, die me like Sbeefes. 

And now, having fufficiently proved what I was 
;ibout, I cannot but commiferate the Cafe of the poor 
Catholics, Juft as we were going to gain our own, 
and Prince Charles was bringing the Heretics all o- 
ver to the holy Mother Shurch, the Duke of Cum^ 
berland — augh bad Luck to his Breed ; God con- 
found his Body and Shoul, what Bufinefs bad he to 
Scotland ? though, by Jefus, he's a brave Soldier 
loo. But what fraids upon we ? the Pope he'll 
pray for us, Prince Charles will reHeve us, and hi« 
Grace the Duke of Tyrconnelhe^W fight for us. 

Judas Mac Awee was a ftout Warrior. So was 
Shefar and Alexander the Great, But, I vow to 
God, there was none of them all to be compare 
with his Grace the Duke of TyrconneL Ah eh 
yeyeh ft yonder he (hits, God give you Grace 
thereon to look. 

How my Heart bounces agninft my Ribs with 
Joy, my dear little Clufter of Catholics, to find us 
all here together. The beft Part of you are the 
Plants of my own Rearing, in a backward Climate 
and a barren Soil, where the North-Eaft Wind 
blows all the Year, blading the Catholic Bloflbi^s. 
..But the holy Virgin, through Means of her pious 
Daughters, h^s raifed up a Shelter here, at Salifl^tilj 
hot Beds. And where I Father Pielim OCome/lf% 

• By God. + Ob tny Go4\ 
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though unworthy with the Sweat of my Brow, and 
the Work of all that is manly in me, or without* 
the toiling with Mind and Body Night and Day, to 
cultivate, refrefh, and multiply thofe orthodox 
Trees, that will, one Time or other, I hope, help 
to wainfcot the New^Jerufakm, 

Thanks to your Aid, my beautiful Daughters, 
through which I can do much. You feel, with a 
correfpondihg Pleafure, the Labour and Succeis of 
my frequent and fertile Endeavours, The Progrefs 
is precious to you ; and you meet my Million with 
all the Energy and Warmth that my Heart could 
wi(h. You are my Fellow-Labourers in the Church's 
Vineyard. Your Watering-Pots refrefh the Roots, 
and give Growth to the Branches. Your Eyes are 
the Suns that 'ripen, and your Hands direfleth the 
(hooting out of thefe Catholic Saplins. My Zeal 
work3 with you, as did of old the Sons of God in 
the Daughters of Men, and (hall bring forth Giants 
in the Faith. 

'Take then, my fweet Apoftles, my Sifters in the 
Lord, my Helpmates in the good Work ; take then 
my bodily Thankt, and my fpiritual Benedidion. 
The whole man is yours, and all his Faculties ; eve- 
ry Inch of him your own ; and you defence him alK 
Look round you, with Triumph, behold the Har- 
veft you have gathered, the Sheaves you have 
bound with the Ligaments of Love, to hll up the 
Church's Granary, and preferve the orthodox Seed 
for Generations to come. 

Oh, you Angels in Petticoats, Words are too 
little to tell you how I love you. The largeft Mea- 
fure of my Deeds fall far (hort of the Feel I fain 
would give you of my infinite Gratitude. 

But Breakfaft now is ready. So wifhing you all 
a good Appetite, and that you may get fate Home 
without the Heretics Notice. For, by my Shoul, 
tbi$ Whig Wind will foon bTO\i^v.?i^Vw«^\ • VcsxK 
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now the Bill hook he's lay with the Arfe of the Oak ; 
and where the Tree will fall, there he'll (land. 
And if Death will come, and fhoot you through 
the Liver, your Gall will broke, and your gone for 
ever: Which that you may all be. Pater nofler, 
Ave y.arla^ &c. &*c. 

When this elegant Harangue was over. Father 
Phelim introduces him to his Friends ; where the 
Chevalier was aftoniflied to meet with feverai Fa- 
ces he had feen but Yefterday at Church. 

They are all invited to Breakfaft in the Priefi's 
RefeQory ; where the Curate's new*converted 
Spoufe performed the Part of Mifirefs of the Fa- 
mily, and behaved with particular Civilities to the 
Doaor. 

She was young and handfome. The Chevalier 
thought he fhould reclaim her 4 and that very In- 
Itant formed a Plan to counterwork the Prieftt He 
returned XoSaliJbury and takes no Notice. 

CHAP. IV. 

J'be Reader of Tafle Jhall judge of the Cata/iropbe. 

AND now the Chevalier, like Cafar zX, Rubi- 
con^ feels a ftrange Commotion within him. 
AfFeflion, Refentment, Glory, and Revenge are 
now at Loggerheads for Mattery. AfFeflion to the 
Church eftabliflied, in whofe Caufc he bad fufiered 
fo much' Refentment, for the Rapine committed 
on her facred Pale, by this falacious Wolf of Romi^t 
and then the Glory of a great Revenge had fwallow- 
cd up his Mind. 

He ruminates and tpms it over >yithin. The Par- 
fon's Wife too ftimulates his Virtue ; (he mull be 
refcued. The fpiritual Knight- Errantry comes 
(Irong upon him. The Curate's Cotvfoit I no bear- 
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ing that, fo near related to the Church, and To at*- 
tnidive too— the Scandal that muft follow \ Her 
Huiband is indeed but a puny Man; the Pried 
a perfeS Stallion. But he would meafure Swords 
with hink^ He had fought a good Fight, made 
many Q)nvcrts — (he fhould not thus be loft ~ the * 
Miniftry might reward him — but Virtue pays her- 
felf. 

T^us agitated in a patriot Storm, and ii^alking 
penfivc' in his Chamber, he is invited by the fame 
Gentleman,, who afked him on Sunday to Dinner, 
to pafs the Evening with him. 

Here he found ah excellent. Concert of Mufic, 
which that elegant Connoifleur gives once a Week 
to his Neighbours ; as alf9 feveral of Father Phg- 
Urn*% Congregation; fogether with the half-convert- 
ed Curate, and 'his whole converted Wife, Th^ 
Ppieft himfelf appeared liK^ a Cblonc;! of. the 
Guards. 

They are finely regaled by all that Wit, Tafte, 
Learning and Hofpiiality can beftow. For the 
Mafter of the Feaft is himfcif a Banquet, and has 
entertaineil the Public with his excellent literary 
Perfomiances. . ' 

They break up' af twelve. The Dodor, the 
Prieft, the Curate, and his Wife, repair to the 
Inn ; where they all intended to lodge. The Che- 
valier prevailed with the Prieft and the Curate, to 
tafte a Glafs of "fine Burgundy, which, he faid, 
was prefentedto him by a noble Lord in the Neigh- 
bourhood. ; They take a chearfu^ Cup, and the 
Ladies, -rmeart, the Hrft<.Ys and the Curate's Wife 
infiak^ tliW'l^orcioii, Vith Singlfcnefs'of Heart, 
and then rctifi. 

The Chevalier, who fees the Window of the 
Soul with the Eye of a Lyn5(, imagined, nay more,* 
was very fore that a Cartel was nbv^ fettled Ixjtween 
(ik f rriift a/rii ?he Ctiratc*s X^iufch^' "t^t \iv^ Kw^^- 
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tion was turned that Way ; when prefently t^^ 
-Prieft withdraws, and foon after enters the Land* 
lady Tike a clucking Hen, with a Mixture of Tenr 
dernefs, Refentment, and Concern. She looked* 
and moaned, and pecked, and fidged jibput, as if 
fomething, that (he liked very much, was going 
wrong. The Dodor too became uneafy; and, 
by a kind of InfeQion, caught Hold of the fame 
Symptoms. The Hoftefs goes out. The Dodor 
quickly follows, and as quickly returps. He feizes 
the Curate by the Hand, and leads him to another 
Chamber, where the treacherous Hoftefs was 
Handing at the Door, and holding up her Hands 
and Eyes in great Agony. Now, Sir, fays the 
Doflor, fee what a ghoftly guide you follow. 

,They enter, when lo ! the Prieft was in the very 
Fever oif his Miffion, lefluring to his Convert, the 
Curat^^s Wife, in all the Fervour of emphatic 
2^al. The Stile and Manner had ftruck the Cu- 
rate to the Soul. He cries out. Villain ! Traitor t 
what do you in that Place ? 

To which the inteirupted Cafuift, panting with 
Impatience, and perhaps a little Fear, his Hands 
being bufy in reftoring a few Proprieties : I fay, in 
this Confufion, the Prieft, after fetching Breath a 
litile, anfwered. What do I do in. this Place i 
Why, my Jewel, fays he, we are taught by our 
Philofophy, that a Body muft be always in fome 
Place, The loco-motive Powers are very arbitra- 
ry ; and the, Body in this Cafe, is meerly. pailive^ 
when the point is fpiiitual. 

At this the Landlord enters, O damn your 
DoQrine, Sir, you have been pf.cacbing to my 
Wife too, your loco-roguifh and your fpiritual 
Points, you Spawn of Babyhn\ 1*11 fpoil your 
Market. Go fetch a Conflable. 

At this the guilty Le^te, Singing hinifelf at 
the Chevali^'s Feet, crks out foe Mcrq^» putt 
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him in Mind how frankly he difclofed himfelf to 
hinn, and begged of all Pity to let him efcape 
with Life. As to the Landlord, he would flop 
his mouth with a Purfe. The Curate was afliamed 
to profecute ; for the Prieft had whifpered fome- 
thing in his Ear. In fliort things were fo ordered, 
that Father PbeUmy and his Horfe were foon 
mifling. 

This Affair made, in fome Sort, a new Scene 
neceflary. Oxford^ that celebrated Seat of the Mu- 
fes, was the next Stage on which the DoSor per- 
formed a Part. He fends his Harbingers before 
him. His Bills are diftributed. He proroifes a 
public LeClure on the Thurfday following. And 
having the niceft regard to Propriety in all his 
public Proceedings, he was determined to drefi^ 
for the Charafter he was to appear in before that 
learned Audience. He befpeaks a Suit of Black ; 
which being brought to him on the Monday^ he 
thinks them not full breafted enough, fo fends 
them back to the Taylor, with Orders to make 
the Bread more full and handfome. The Coat 
is brought the fecond Timej but the Dodor com- 
plains of the Cut ; fays the Cloath is not well 
matched. In fhort, he hires a Landau and fix 
Horfes, fets out for London ^ has another Coat 
made there. Thus did he put himfelf to the Ex 
pence of two Coats and a half, a Landau and fix 
Gi^eys, and a Journey to London and back again, 
meerly to give a LeSure gratis^ and that by 
Candle- Light too. 

He appears in his Sables at the Place and Time 
appointed. He talks of the Eye, that moft a- 
ftoniHiing Organ; laid open and explained its 
curious Contexture and wonderful Form, which 
made the young Oxonians flare : For the DoQor 
unbuttoned the Eye, as he called it, with as 
much eafe as bis Waiflcoat. 



io8 THE HISTORY OF 

CHAP. V. 

Patience or Pleafure, 
The Oration at Oxford. 

THE Eye, fays the Chevalier Taylor\ mod 
illuftrious Sons of the Mufes, moft learned 
Oxonians^ whofe Fame I have heard celebrated 
in all Parts of the Globe; the Eye, that moft 
amazing, that (lupendous, that coniprehending, 
that incomprehenfible, that miraculous Organ ; 
the Eye is the Proteus of the Paflions, the 
Herald of the Mind, the Interpreter of the Heart, 
and the Window of the Sou4. The Eye has 
Dominion over all Things. The World was made 
for. the Eye, and the Eye for the World. 

My SubjcS is Light, moft illuftrious Sons of 
Literature, intellectual Light. Oh, my philofo- 
phical, metaphyfical, my clafllical, mathematical, 
mechanical, my theological, my critical Audience, 
my Subje^ is the Eye. You are the Eye of 
England, 

England has two Eyes, Oxford and Cambridge. 
I'hey are the two Eyes of England^ the two in? 
tdleiSiual Eyes. You are the right Eye of Eng- 
landy the eldeft fitter in Science, and the firft 
Fountain of Learning in all Europe. What filial 
Joy muft exult in my Bofom, in my vaft Cir- 
cuit, as copious as that of the Sun hirnfelf, to 
ihine jn my Courfe, upon this my native Soil, 
and give Light even at Oxford! 

Let there be Light, that firft Fiat of the Almigh- 
ty, and there was Light. For whofe Ufe^ I pray ? 
For the Ufe of Man, for the Ufe of the Eye. 
The Angels wanted it not \ the Sun was kindled^ 

the 
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the Stars were lighted up ; the grey Dawn and 
the milky Way, the Conftellations, the Morn- 
ing Planets, and all the bright Chandeliers over 
Head, were all hung out, rank and file, to minis- 
ter to this little Speck, this Peep-hole of the Adlnd, 
this Inlet of the Soul, this Surveyor of the Uni- 
verfe, this Lord of all Things, the Eye. 

The Eye is the Hufband of the Soul ; through 
it (he conceives, becomes pregnant, and brings 
forth Knowledge. 

Amazing how fuch large ObjeSs find a Paflkge 
through fo fmall an Aperture. Bodily Conceptions 
are generally the Works of Darknefs, where the 
coarfc Senfe of Feeling alone is gratified ; and on 
one Side, alas I how fuddenly cloyed. 

The Kye is rndefatigable. The Eye it an ange* 
lie Faculty. The Eye, in this RefpeS, is a 
Female. The Eye is never tired of feeing; that 
is, of taking in, aflimilating, and enjoying all 
Nature's. Vigour. 

All Nature is but one great A€t of Love. 
The material and immaterial World conceive and 
bring forth together. The other Senfes are the 
Soul's Gallants, fuch as Hearing, Feeling, Smells 
ing, and fo foffii ; with which (he intrigues a 
Moment or two, and then returns to her lawful 
Hufband the Eye. * 

The Children got between the Soul and the 
Eye, are legitimate Nature's genuine IfTue ; fome 
of which can only with herfelf expire ; the Brats 
of the other Senfes die as foon as born. 

In corporal Generation too, how powerful is the - 
Eye 1 It is the Signal of the AfFeQions ; and with 
a fingle Glance, can proclaim the Pulfations of 
the Heart. It is the Lightning of Defire, and the 
Loadftone of the Soul ; whofe magic Effluviums 
inchant the Imagination^ attrafi the Qovlltvo!^^ 
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irritate the Mufcles, AimuUte the Nerves^ and 
brace up the whole Apparatus of Propagation. 

The Eye is, in fome Sort, the Purveyor, or, 
as others waggiflily call it, the Pimp of the foft 
Pailion, which provokes and brings Parties together 
to a certain Rencounter, and then is afhamed to 
look on. 

The green Mantle of the Earth, the azure 
Night-Gown of the Sky ftudded fo thick with 
Gold, the Trees, the Flowers, and the Gardens, 
the Gems, the Carbuncles, and even the Diamonds 
themfelves, [here the DoQor made a fine Dif- 
play of his Crofs, and Ring] begot by Nature 
in the fecret Womb of Earth, are all brought 
forth by the Midwife Induftry, are all polifhed 
to the pureft Ray, to entertain, to regale the ra- 
viflied Eye. 

All that is luminous, all that Is graceful in Hea* 
yen and in Earth ; nay. Beauty itfelf, that fera- 
phic Circle ! that cluftered Conftellation of hu- 
man Cherubs, the Ladies themfelves, were created, 
or rather copied from the Angels, to give the Eye 
Delight beyond ExpreiSon. The Ladies were 
Qiade for the Eye; for the Eye firft, and then 
for the Soul, and then for fomething more fub- 
ftantial. Body and Soul are both (!ue to the 
Ladies, thefe Divinities on Earth, who retiwn 
the Offerings they receive with tenfold Intereft, 
and overwhelm the Worlhipper. 

We Qwe the Ladies to the Eye, thofe Tran- 
*fcripts of the Angels, thofe Specimens of future 
Blrfs, thofe Fountains of Joy, thofe Dainties of 
Defire, thofe Cordials of all human Care, who 
people the Earth with their Energy, and the 
Sky with Inhabitants; thefe Patterns of Purity 
and Love, thefe Mafter-Pieces, thefe lucky Hit* 
of Heaven are the fineft Regale for the Eye of 

Man, 
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Man, where- it feafts upon the Ruby of the Lip, 
the VcriniHion of the Cheeky the SnoW^of the 
Forehead, and the Cherub in the Eye ; and yet 
even thefe are but the Signs, the Invitations held 
out of that extatic, that Soul abforbing — But 
Language is too weak. 

All that the azure Vault on high, the rich 
Mantle of the Earth below, the Gardens, the 
Grovies, the beautiful Flowers, the Quarries of 
India can produce, all Nature's richeft Cabinet 
of Treafiures, with ten thoufand fuperior Attrac* 
tives, ihine forth confefled in them. They are 
the Abftrad, the Quinteflence, the Miniature of 
all that is charming and good. You fee it, you 
feel it; your Looks, your Breath, your Colour^ 
your whole Perfons elated, diftended, ereded, ex« 
preflfed, nay proclaim their magic Elmpire, their 
inchanting Dominion over the Heart of Man. 

This is the greateft Good the Eye can give us. 
Without the Eye what were all this amazing 
World of Charms ? A meer Mouthful of Moon- 
(hine, a Sheet of blank Paper, a Candle in the 
Defart ; for my Lady is no more than yoan in 
the Dark. #^ivi 

What an Orator is the Eye! that iShort-Hand, 
that Cypher of the Soul, whofe (ingle Glance 
conveys a Volume. 

The Tongue is an upftart, a tedious Intruder, 
a limited Prate-roaft ; who fpeaks the Language 
of a fingle Kingdom or County perhaps, and that 
but poorly too. Words afe an artificial, tediouti, 
contraQcd obfcure, and imperfe^ Commerce, a 
Kind of Hocus Pocus^ z jugling Compad, agreed 
upon by a few, and underflood by fewer ftill ; a 
Meflenger fcnt a round-about Way to the Under^ 
ftandiiig, through a certain^ dirty, winding. Ca- 
nal 5 
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nal ; where a little Wax ciir flop its Career, 
or a paltry Fibre unbraced, deftroy the whole Bu^ 
(inefs. 

As far as the bungling Produdions of human 
Hands are inferior to the exquifite Works of Na- 
ture, fo far is the Faculty of the Eye above that 
of the Tongue. How many A]ges old was the 
Creation before that Babel, that Jargon of Sounds^ 
called Language, was fent among Men as a- Curie ? 

The Eye is the Orator of Nature, and talks the 
Language of the Univerfe, of all beneath the 
Moon, of all above it : It talks the Language of 
Heaven too : It renders ufelefs all Sounds, except 
the tender Moanings of Lovers, thofe turtle Cod- 
ings of Deiire, thofe namelefs^ Throbbings of 
Fruition ; thefe^ thefe. ate the genuine Did^tes of 
the broken Raptures of • the Soul, which (he 
fcorns to (hape itito 'Words ; nor can ihe lofe 
Time in fo bafe a Labour.^ 

The Eye is the quick Flafli, the inflant Lightning 
of the Piece. Language is the ihot that loiters af 
ter with thuch Noife indeed, but feldom hits the 
Mark. . ■ - ■ ■• 

O ye Sons and Daughters of Minerva^ ji 
Children of Wifdomj ye Offspiing of Oxford, 
how precious is the Eye ! To it we owe the li- 
terary Treafurcs of the Eaft. The facred y/rm- 
num of the Hebrew Ark are all laid open to the Eye 
in the learned Pages of Antiquity ; the Cadmean 
Charader, the myftic Type, ^heclailk Stores of 
Greece^ the Mf^yftl/in Hieroglyphics, the Reman 
Medal, and, what is worth them alt, the encouh* 
tering and the yielding Glance, the liquid Light- 
ning and the trembling Orbs, the melting Cryf- 
tal and thefhooting Soul ; thefe, thefe the ravim- 
ed Eye drinks up, invedigates and , makes its own. 
The magic Pcncirs mock Creation, the glowing .. 
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Canvas and the impaflioned TInd, the Hero and 
the Lover, Lebrun*s young Ammon^ Cafar in the 
Senate-Houfe, and Matter Frmnci$ Haymoh^s amo- 
Tous Nun and Friar, that favoury Kencounter, that 
lufty Duel, that Manhood ftirring, that lufcious, 
melting Preparation. How like a Fool the frigid 
Virtuofo gapes at a Diftance on the Workman- 
(hip and Colours, till by Degrees his creeping 
JBlood is quickned in its Courfe, he finds the 
"Subjeft ftimulate his faint Senforium more and 
more ; nor is his Head alone aflfe£led : He feels a 
Ibort Relapfe of Youth alarm his lazy Mafs, with 
fomething of a jSolid Symptom ; the Pidure an^ 
his Paflion flill grow warmer ; his Spe&acl^s 
&11 off; he prefles nearer to the kindling Can- 
vas with dazled eager Eyes; he mutters as 
he moves, and huzzies up his Drapery. The 
youthful Parfon goes away from hence with Lofs ; 
his Virtue is impaired. The Alderman .himfclf 
looks filly, Cbartresj no doubt, would wifli to 
come from the Grave again, put on fome Church- 
man's newly-buried Coarfe, and beg of Mr. 
Richard Eagle to pimp him to the PiQurc* 
What are the Memoirs of a Nymph of Pleafurc, 
when compared to this ? You fee it stU, you feci 
it all. The Frenchman and the Ruffian^ th^ High" 
lander and Turk, the Dutchman and Hiber" 
nian^ all Nations are equally infpired ^t this School 
of Virtue and Vigour. We owe Fr^nk Haymon 
to the Eye, and to the Eye we owe his PiSure. 
Thither, that is, to the Eye, do all Defires rufli, 
as to their native Banner. 'Tis there, in the 
Eye, that the Soul is viHble. Affefiion,^ Hatred^ 
Fear, and Anger, are much more ancient tban> the 
Hebrew Tongue, and Paffion gets the Start of 
Language; the Sentiment but echoes back the 
Loot 
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You all have feen a Garrick t feen him afi; 
you've feen his Air, his Look, his Eye, his Frown, 
his Brows ; you*vc marked, you've felt the (Inking 
Nitch or two between. There Terror takes his 
powerful Stand in filent Gaze, with tender Piiy 
Weeping at his Side. There every Line is eloquent 
as Death. What is then a TuUyh Tongue com- 
pared to them ? or what Dimofthencs f or he, much 
mightier than them both, mightier far than Greta 
and Rome together ; he, the Saviour of his Country, 
that Thunder- Clap of Eloquence, that Friend to 
Virtue, Britain^ Patriot-Orator; whofe Words, 
though idreaded, are his lead of Terrors ; his 
Country kindles in his awful Face, and flafhes 
from his Brttijb Eyes ; his dauntlefs Brow makes 
£«r9^^ tremble ; in every Feature EnglantPs Intereft 
is exprefled, and England^ ^ Power ; his very Look 
has killed Corruption \ his Frown has vanqai(hed 
France* 

We owe thefe energetic Virtues to the Eye. 
We fee, we feel, we blefs his matchlefs Powers. 
Pofterity (hall, Ages hence, with grateful Hearts 
wipe their venerable Tears away ; the hoary Sire 
(hall flow afcend, with trembling Knees ; the Bafis 
of his facred Pillar fhall ardent gaze upon the God- 
like Form ; the powerful Patriot, in the expre(five 
Stone, animated ftill, with En^ianiTs Glory, (hall 
(\irvey his Attributes with beating Heart, embrace 
the counterfeit Preferver, and read the immortal 
Epitaph. Pofterity (hall thank the Eye for this. 

How precious is the Eye ! Of what Importance 
is its Office ? How deferving is the Art that keeps 
its Springs in Oixler, and preferves the Interchange 
oFOflSce betwixt the Works of Nature and the 
Soul ? Mind and Matter are kept in con(hint Trafiic 
by the Eye. 
^ The 
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The three mortal Foes to Sight (my learned 
Sons of Wifctem) are the Glaucoma^ the Catara^, 
and the Gutta Strena ; with thcfe I wage eternal 
War. Thefe Auxiliaries of ancient Night, that 
would reftore her gloomy Reign, and bring back 
Chaos to the World once more. 

My Ai^, O ye Sons of Oxford^ rny Art is the 
Ally of Heaven itfelf, and aids even the Almighty, 
obeying ftill, and ftil! performing the omnipotent 
Behtft, Let there be Light. 

I counterwork the Powers of Darknefs, I chafe 
away the clouds that blot the intelleflual Hemif- 
phere. I reftore the Stars of Beauty. I let out 
the Sun of Science. I enliarge the imprifoned 
Soul. I have trimmed the Lamp of Truth with 
fervent Zeal, through all my Travels. I have 

• propagated Truth divine. I have cleared up the 
Eye of Infidehy of y^w/, of Pagans^ Turks^ and 
Papips^ I have brought over Numbers by Dint 
of downright Reafoning,' and repeated Toil, to 
the pure, and reformed Pale of my indulgent Mo- 

• ther, the Church of Engldni'i 1 have made Pro- 
felytes at the Peril of my Life, and gloried in the 
Danger. 

In this my favourite Operation, my Art, my 
Inftruments arci mighty ; the Senfes and the Judg- 
ment are the Points I work upon ; there I lay out 
all niy Force, appealing to the Convert's own Con- 
viAion. • My Labour has- not been in vain. I have 
brought forth Fruit. I have refcued fome beauti- 
ful Recruits from the very Bofoms of rampant, 
rich, old Cardinals, and popifli Archbi(hops, from 
under the eyes of watchful JewSf and dreadful 
Turkijb Bafhaws, Rome herfelf has fcflt my for- 
ward Zeal, and all the Nunneries have trembled* 
I feek no Reward, my Confcience beareth' Wit- 
nefs. 
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As to my other Province of giving Light, there 
I haye been well rewarded. The Regifters of 
Fame are full of my Report. The Courts of 
Rurope and of . ^fta^ have emptied out their 
Coffers, on my Merit. 'Thtxr Wealth, their Fa- 
vours, and their Marks of Honour,., ha^ve .been 
(howered dpwn on me. I bear aboqt me the 
bright Injtgnia^ the fhining Teftimohy, and the 
facred Marlu of Honour, of Title and Efteem, 
DiftinQion without Precedent, and Weahb be- 
yond Example. 

The Chevalier Taylor has travelled like, ^he Sun. 
, His Fame has travelled fafter. "V^ha^ pontipcnt, 
what Ifland, what City, Town, or, what Viliage, 
. hath not heard and feen him V The Pirifons; and 
the Inquifitions too, have had him ; iforLifey alas! 
. is chequered. Envy, an4 yioXxzt has purfued him* 
Envy, that Monfter, that mortal Foe. to Merit, 
met him at each Turning, The ranporpus Fa- 
culty, whetted ftill {their- Tufts ar my-.S^cjccfs, in 
Eur opt y and in Afi^. This devilift feft will prey 
upon Deferts, in the utmoft [i^iqnits : of Sth^rUf 
with Tooth as terrible as at PfiriV, or at London: 
For my Merit have I fuffered much, but for my 
Principle n>uch more. My Zeal has led me into 
.l:4iyrinths;o£ Sorrow, where Fortune . long Jias hid 
thctlue. ; 

. - In Fklland^ was I three Times, pumped for my 
: Life. Three Days, and thi-iee Nights wa£ I buried in 
.the Pepthsof Darknefsahd of Horror in the (ame 
.Place,, by an unrelenting cruel Jew\ for I had 
gained over his favourite Daughter. 
• Near lo Paris was Tdragged through a filthy 
Horfe-pond, by favage Ruffians,, for the fame re- 
forming Spirit ; with niany Stripes and Baftinados 
then ^nd there endured. . . i . 

In a Garden of the City was I well-nigh worried 
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by a furious Dog, whilft I waited Tor a charrti- 
ing Convert, that, in a Bafket from a Window^ 
came Aiding down the Wall. 
' Five Times was I way-laid in my Tourneys, 
by wicked Churchmen and their bloody bravoes j 
three Times three Wounds excepting one, from 
thefe Villains have I received, with fad and fore 
Imprifohment. 

In Portugal^ O horrid Thought ! the infernal 
Inquifition,' for I 'had made a Brace of Profely tes, 
a Bifliop's Miftrefs and a Leech's Wife : There 
the fearful Inquifition opened wide it's Jaws, and 
I was alitioft fwallowed'Tiiv;. but a noble Brittjb 
Hanc), with powerful Virtue,' fet me free : I loft 
my Converts^ but I faved my Life. 

In Dublin was I baftinadoed with a Spit, which 
had thereon at the very Time, a roafted Leg of 
Mutton; and that by a bitter Papift Landlady. 
Ah fad Re'membrance I the Congregation all be* 
held it, and'l can (hew my Face no more. 

At Marichefttr I fuffered Martyrdom,, when 
'Jenny Cameron was. my Point ; but Punifhment, 
alas ! my bitter Lot. O Peter Abelard^ the Image 
of thy Fate flares dreadful on my Memory. The 
mimic Procefs was then as painful as the true one, 
and the Villain Richard Eagle laughs me ftill to 
fcorn. What multiplied Fatigues that fatal Acci-? 
dent hath coft me,' in Order to retrieve my Cha- 
rafier ! What Certificates have I not worked for, 
both in Prance and England^ at the rifle of Health, 
and with fevereft Toil ; nay, fometimes with the 
greateft Peril ! What a Lofs, a real Lofs, did the 
Church alas ! fuftain in my fiSitious Depravation ! 
That wasi ntt doubt their View, in that atrocious 
Deed ; but why . they flopped fhort. Providence, 
and the Gbardian-Angel of the true reformed Faith 
can only tett, who held, ria. doutl, \Jc«k V«»\\\^ 
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Hands in that tremendous Moment. 'Twasthen 
the Friend of Truth had like to bleed ; but Nuns and 
Mother Abbefles have fince borne Witnefs to my 
miraculous Efcape. The Enemy themfelves muft 
bear me Witnefs, that my Faculties of (Irong 
Perfuafion, and my cafuiAic Talents are all entire.. 
My Zeal is whetted by th^ Rubs I have met with, 
and a keen Refentment (hall edge my ftrong In* 
tegrity. I ihall on with double Vigour, nor (hall 
be long a Burthen to my Profelytes. I (hall baften 
to Convidion. They muft a while fuftain the 
Weight of my pathetic, and my feeling Topics. 
That Procefs muft be carried on. The G>nyert, 
like the Patient, muft endure a while theNeedle;^ 
The Operation muft be undergone^ it (hall be 
fpcedy. 

The Foes in this Department of my Province, 
who impede my Progrefs moft, are obftinate old 
Age, blinded Bigotry, fpiritual Pride, and a frigid 
Conftitution. But, as I faid before, my Appara- 
tus here, and my Medicines are mighty, my Succefs 
is equal. 

My other Antagonifts, that black Triumvirate 
fo often mentioned, who form themfelves againft 
me, in my Dominion of the outward Orb, I 
mean the Catara^^ Glaucoma^ and the Gutta 
fenna. Thefe I have encountered, as Cafar did 
the three Nations of the Gauls^ with Danger and 
with Hardihip often, . when Nature and the Foe 
had joined againft me ; yet ftill, like him, J proved 
invincible ; like him 1 conquered all ; not without 
Lofs in thefe fevere Recounters. Some fe>v, indeed, 
were blinded, like the Grains that perifti in the 
Earth, to bring forth in proper Time a mighty 
Harveft. / . 

All Climates of the World have reaped the 
Benefit. The Extremities of Nature, the torrid! 
and the frigid Zones have beei\ fcivAaVo m^ '^SSfei.' 
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And where the Sun hlmfelf had loft his influence, 
the Chevalier Tayhr was confefled illuftrious. 

It is with virtuous Pride, my learned Country- 
men, that I recount the Wonders of niy Art, to 
you my Brother ProUjianU and Fellow-Citizens, 

It is.notboafting. Were I filent, the Hills of 
Sweden^ the Tojvers of Jffia^ th^ Snows of GreeU'^ 
landy and the Sands of Jfric, would all cry out 
with <me united Voice and L«anguage. 

But the RetrofpeS, I own, is more thte 
human Meeknefs can fuftain. It overfets Phiio- 
fophy ; had Socrates himfelf Ballafl; for fo ftrong 
a Gale ? What are the Conquerors of the Earth, 
who laid the Nations wafte, and canceled the. 
Creator's Image in the human Species, when 
compared to me ? 

"Thefe Plagues, thefe Eartliquakes, thefe Pefts, 
of the World, whofe. mad Ambition led them 
to deftroy. Let there be Defolation, Dearth and 
Darknefs, was their deftrudive Fiatf the Tyrants 
were obeyed. 

Let there be Light, and Joy, and Truth, and 
Freedom, is my boafted Motto, and lo ! my Friend, 
thefe Bleflings follow me. 

A Torrent from the Mountains, roaring down 
the Rocks, and f ufliing through the Vales, that 
fweeps oflE^Houfes, Men, and Animals, before it, 
into one com pleat Deftrudion. Some Capital in 
Flames at Midnight, whofe monftrous fiery Vo- 
lumes feem to lick the Stars. When Temples, 
Theatres and Palaces; when all the Toil and , 
Pomp of Ages, are in a Moment, brought to no-^ 
thing. 

Thefe, thefe are magnificent Mifchiefs, dread- 
ful Beauties to the aftoniflied Eye. Such, fuch, 
my learned Friends, fuch are mighty Conquerors 
among the human Kind ; a bountiful, prolific. 
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Spring that iflues Hlent from it's native Rock, to 
rcfrem the fainting Traveller, and frufUfy the 
neighbouring Glebe ; whofe gentle Current ga- 
thers to a River in its Courfe, and paflfes with 
benign EiFed through many a Province. 

An hofpitable, chearful Hearth, a kind diredins 
Candle, a Beacon on a Hill, or the Sun himfelf 
that Parent of all indulgent Births. Suchj^ my 
learned Offspring of the Mufes, fuch i?* Che- 
valier Taylor^ when compared with Conque- 
rors. 

I fliould now proceed to lay before you the dif- 
ferent Combinations, Force, and Alliance, of thefe 
three Antagonifts to my amazing Powers of giv- 
ing Light. I mean, the Catara£f, Glaucoma^ 9X\A 
Gutta ferena ; as alfo my invincible Method of 
Cure. But that, my mod patient and moft enlight- 
ened Audience, I (hall referve for a future Oppor- 
tunity, when the learned Faculty at OxforZ (hall be 
fully fatisfied, and the Profound of every Clafs (hall 
fiibfcribe their willing Aflent to the unparalleled 
Merit, and unwearied Virtue of iheilluftrioiis Che- 
valier Taylor. 

C H A P. VI. 

Honefty's the befl Policy. "^ 

AT Oxford he went on with his wonted Sue- 
cefs. But not content with a moderate Share 
of Fame and Profit, he unluckily had Recourfe to 
a certain fmall Contrivance, called Cunning, 
Stratagem, Expedient, Chicane, or what you will. 
But through an irkfome Fatality, which often fticks 
to that refined Way of thinking, his Projeft of 
increafmg his Wealth and Chara^er, had the con- 
trary 
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trary EfFeQ with a WitHefs, and made him little 
indeed. 

He had got acquainted whh the Mafter of a 
certain Inn near Canterbury \ who being a filly, 
credulous Fellow, and dazled by the DoQor*s 
Aiming Outfide ; th6ugh at that Time the Cheva- 
lier*s Finances were a good deal difordered, and 
he had lived a whole Month, himfelf and Retinue, 
at the Inn, without ever alking what was to pay. 

In this Interval of empty Pocket, he put on all 
the Appearance of Wealth and G)nfequencc that 
is natural to a Man of Quality and Fortune. 

In fliort, he managed Matters fo with his be- 
lieving Landlord, that the Fellow was perfuaded 
to fell off all and follow him in the Cha ader of 
his travelling Apothecary; which indeed he did. 
T'heDo6^or mean while look him in as his Partner 
in the Cafli 'vJ\ich his (the Landlord's) EfFefis 
had produced. And who fo great as the Chevalier 
and his Apothecary ? 

He rode about with the Do9or, in his Coach 
and Six; whilft the Landlord always paid the 
Reckonings, who thought himfelf highly honoured 
by the greateft Man in the World ; for fo the Cho- 
valier feemed in his Eye. But Cafli running low, 
the Landlord was forced at laft to alight from tliC 
Coach, and trudge it, like another Apoftle, on 
Foot, whilft his Houfekeeper Rachel^ for he had 
no Wife, filled up his Place in the DoQor's Car- 
jiage by Day.; and it is faid, that (he returned him 
the like Civilities at Night. 

Our Landlord now like a ftrolling Comedian, 
was obliged to z& more Parts than one, in the 
DoQor's Drama. The CharaSer of a blind Man 
was fometimes upon him : A Charader which lie 
jperformed fo well near Canterbury ^ wit'i borii his 
Eyes open, as tlie Doftor mwuX^ >2lv^^ v» vv>\ 
bjm, 
VoL.IL G ^^ 
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In this Part he appeared at Oxford^ with every 
Requifite to impofe. He was leSured by his 
Mailer, and often rehearfcd to Admiration. Nay 
he performed in Public at Bury-St. Edmonds, and 
^t Tunbridge, with great Security to himfelf and 
Applaufc from the Dodor. 

But Oxford^ it feemsy was a little too (harp 
/ighted for his Juggle. He pretended to foUoiiv the 
Chevalier to that City as a Perfon of fome Con-, 
iequence. 

He came attended by two Servants ; ^nd ano» 
ther Gentleman, his Friend,' giviog out that he 
traveled from Berwick-upon-Tweed, fdr the Bene- 
fit of the Dodor*s Afliftance, 

He fets up at the fame Inn with the Cheva- 
lier, who examined his Cafe with much Parade, 
and promifed him 9 he (hould fee in a (hort while, 
as well as any Man zi Oxford. 

The Gentleman feems highly pleafed, and pro- 
mifed to reward him liberally. 

A Day and Hour are appointed for^the Ope- 
ration. The Faculty are invited to be prefent ; 
and much ado is made about it. But the fame 
fquint-eyed Deftiny that had fo often elbowed the 
"DoSor out of his eafy Chair, was now once more 
at Hand, and played him a troublefome Prank in- 
deed, as the Reader fhall foon difcover. 

It happened that an Ox^r J - Scholar had an 
Intrigue wVth the Man's Daughter at the Inn, 
where the Chevalier and his Patient had put up ; 
who coming a little too foon to wait upon his 
Miftrefs, was (liut into a Clofet, till Opportunity, 
in the Shape of a Hand and Key, fliould let him 
out again. This Clofet was divided by a flight 
Partition from the Room in which the Oofior and 
his pretended Patient had fiipped together ; where 

the 



Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 123 

the Chevalier leSured upon him with great 
Exadlnefs, aiuJ gave him fome frcfli Hints and ufe- 
ful Inftrudions for his Condud on the Morrow^ 
which was to be the Day for the appointed Ope* 
ration. 

Now it happened that the imprifoned Gallant 
in the Clofet, not only heard, but alfo faw every 
thing that was done and faid by the ingenious 
A£lors in the next Room^ and took his Meaiures 
accordingly. 

It feems he overheard the Patient inform the 
Dofior, that he was apprehenfive of an Arreft th« 
next Day for a Debt du£ to a certain IVIaltfler in 
bis former neighbourhood, near Canterbury ; a 
furly Son of a. Whore that would give no Quarter* 
Nay, fays he, I had Notice of it, and Mafter Jack 
has been talking to the Catchpole at the Angel-Inn. 
He is a thin, tall, black Fellow, in a red Rug Sur- 
tout, and (bort Cut Wig. He has a long, crooked 
Nofe, and a Patch upon one Eye. If he (hould 
find me out, we are all undone. 

PChaw, p(haw, fays the DoQof, hang his crooked 
Nofe and fcarlet Rug. I'll awe the Rafcal with 
my Diamonds. My Crofs (hall put him out of 
Countenance. Pli d'azle him to Diftra£tion, and 
flrown the Vagrant into Bedlam. 

The. Scholar noted all, and, ^is conjedured, let 
Mifs Cberry into the whole Secret, in return for 
fome Things (he had difclofed to him* 

C H A P. VII. 

Tbi Reader <, in thefoHo^lng Chapter^ may meet ufitb 
fometimg that will make bim laugb and flare at 
the fame Time, 

^HE Morning, and tVieWowT 2,^^\t\\^^^V\^ 
was eleven of the OccVl^ ^\^\yi>icv ^^^^^'^^^ 
G a ^^ 
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The largeft Room in the Houfe, is, by this 
Time, crouded with the bed Company in Oxford \ 
none being admitted without a Ticket. The Tic- 
kets were prudently difpofed of. Dr. Frewln and 
the Faculty were not forgot. The Ladies to be 
fure were there. 

When all was fettled, the DoQor leads in his 
Patient with great Ceremony and Addrefs. He 
places him in an Elbow-Chair facing the Door. 
And then he opens the Proccfs in a very learned 
Harangue upon the Nature of his Diforder. 

For, fays he, this Gentleman has been blind 
from a Child of two Years old. 'Twas neither 
the Small- Pox, or Meafles, or any other accidental 
Caufe, that occafioned this Misfortune. No, learn- 
-cd Gentlemen, it was a fpontaneous Slip of Nature 
herfelf, in her Progrefs towards Maturity. 

Nature, no doubt, is a very ffcillful Lady in the 
Means. But, Sirs, (he now and then commits a 
few Blunders by-the-by. Nature has many Mif- 
takes in her Produflions to account for. Nature a- 
lone muft anfwer for thefe Bungles. Nor do I fop- 
pofe that her Betters overhead had any (he leirfl 
Hand in them. 

This is an early Inftance of her Backflidings. She 
journeyed here in the Morning Twilight, and ftum* 
bled near the Threftiold. I was intended, no doubt, 
to correS her Miftreadings, and finifli up her im- 
perfefl: Eflays. 

This, Ladies and Gentlemen, is a Cafe that was 
predeftined to do me Honour. This Cafe has baffled 
the Learned of all Europe, 

The Gentleman has trayelfed in Search of Re- 
lief. He has purfued me from Pole to Pole, as I 

have 
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have done the Sun, without being able to overtake 
me any where but at Oxford. 

Oxford is the happy Theatre, Ladies and Gentle- 
men, on which this important Scene (hall be per- 
fbrnried. This is the Meridian of my Glory. Here 
I (hall demonftrate my amazing Skill, to be fu- 
perior to all the Artifts in the World. 

And to you. Gentlemen, the brighteft Luminaries 
on Earth, this Truth ftiall foon be manifcft. The 
Ladies themfelves (hall bear me Witnefs. They'll 
rejoice to fee the Eye reftored, that Soul of all 
their Charms. Blind from a Boy, Gentlemen and 
Ladies : Baffled all Europe for Years together. 

Now, now, my better Genius, now is the criti- 
cal Moment. Ladies, look (harp. This, this is 
the Touchftone of Chevalier Taylor^ Glory. 

Now or never, you Gentlemen of the Faculty, 
put Prejudice out of Doors ; let Truth anJ Can- 
dour only enter here. Now begins the important 
Ad, now Truth and Light (hall foon appear. 

Sir, not a Word upon thefe Occafions ; fteady. 
Sir, not fo much as wink ; not a Word for all the 
World ; fteady. Sir, fleady ; keep that Pofture 
fixed ; *iis but a Moment. Fiat Lux^ let there he 
Light ; now or never, fteady. Sir. When lo I the 
.Spedre in the fcarlet Rug and ihort Wig, with the 
crooked Nofe, came ftalking into the Room ; and 
•in its Hand there waved a Scrowl of Parchment. 

The Patient darts and ftares, and cries out, Blood 
and Murder! The BailiflF, Sir, the BailifF f I* fee 
the Patch, the Nofe, and all. 

The DoSor is a perfedl Statue at this Blow, 
meer Marble to the very Back, fixed as Ice. The- 
Audience are bewitched^ amazed. The BailifF 
clears up all. 

G 3 The 



126 THE HISTORY OF 

The Plot if now unravelled. The Dodor and 
the Patient both are biased. They raQied down 
the Stairs together j they mount without their 
Boots ; they gallop off like Furies. Oxford 19 
quickly left behind. The Audience at the Inn ftft 
baiking in the Joke ; they faint with Laughter. 

Never had folemn Play fo (hort a Farce ; but the 
Imprcifion lafted longer than the Scene 9 by Fancy 
atS^ed every Moment, Refledion ftill kept up the 
Jfft. The Scholar throws his Maflc afidc ; for he 
had put on the BailifF meerly to oblige the Compa- 
ny. He tells the whole Contrivance with redoubled 
FuHy and fends them home all laughing. 

The Dodor and his Patient are got as far as 
Woodjflock, It was there they firft drew Bridle. Ne- 
ver did Sancbo and his Mafter make fo fcald a Fi- 
gure. They leaned in filent Dumps a while, and 
Aared at one another, like the Figures, at Mo^r* 
fields, of Rage and Grief. 

But the Do6tor could no longer hold. He eyed 
his Crofs, and that, alas I was covered over with 
Dirt, difgrnced, undone. Oh ciirfe you, Nicbtlat 
Cottier, Yes, you are now revenged for hou& and 
Stables. It waf a curfed Revenge. What Corner 
of the Glohe can give me Shelter ? The World 
will fhui me out. Oh, Waft you, Nicholas Caitiir^ 
the Maltfter and the BailifF too. ~ 

Oh worfe than all I've yet endured, than Horfe- 
ponds, Pumpings, Ftimigations, Inquifitk^ns, all, 
airare Honey-combs to this. This Gall is bitter at 
my Heart. Perdition on thee, Nicholas Cottier, a 
Chtat, a Rafcal, an Impoftor, all Oxford knows 
it. Should Harlequin fteal Crutches, (hould Samp- 
foil Gideon pick a Pocket, (hould Garrick pilfer Rof 
ciusy (hould Fit purloin from Tuliy, (hould Teifbr f 
where, where were then thy Spots, oh Sun ? Thine 
Eye fliould then be patched ; or thou (houldfl play at 

Hide 
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Hid€ and Seek, Moon. Confufion to you, Nicbo^ 
Us Cwiir, what Horfe-pond now, what Pump 
ihall Avafh me clean ? Not all the Baltic^ and the 
Ocean joined. 

Where my Art and Eloquence had dazrJed, to , 
torn a Rafcal, Smugler, caught in the Faft, and 
caught at Oxford too. Oh, burn your Houfe and * 
Stables, my Diamonds now are dimmed. The 
Sun difowns his Brother. The Faculty, the fpilc* 
ful Faculty will build an Arch with T'ayhr on the 
'J'op of it, like a Madman gnafhing on the Roof. 
Quack and Liar are now my black Additions, Thief 
and Rafcal, Not a Word of Comfort, Nicholas 
Cottitr, 

Why, xounds Sir, I have liftened all this while. 
The Waiter thinks you are crazy. You've met 
with Rubs as bad as this before I faw you, WhercV 
the Ufe of Raving and Stamping, like a mad AQor. 
, Here, Boy, what^s in the Hoiife for Dinner ? Dama 
it, 8ir,^don't give all for loft. I mud cfanfefs, I 
was furprized ; I fmelt the Bailiff as he entered ; 
my Eye was opened by my Nofe. I'd rather face a 
Battery of ten thoufand Devils than one BailiiF. 
Oh they have haunted me for Years. What Courfe 
"do we fteer next ? This Harbour vi'as a rough 
one. 

lo Norwich^ fays the Doflor. OJi, I am tike 
the hunted Hare, after all my Turns and Wind- 
ings. Misfortunes drive me to my Form at laft, E 
there (hall find a Cover. But ftep and haften Din- 
ner. Oh, curfc his Houfe-keeper, 'twas (lie 
brought aU upon me, I (houkl not elfe. But here 
the Fellow comes. — — 

Yoor Philofophy, as they. call it, is of noU(e 
to you, -Sir, quoth Nkbohs Cottier ; nay more, 
your long Ex{>erience. The Widow (hall cure aft 
agtia ; Ihe Kve* not far from Nsrwicb. 

/< G 4 Vc\^v 
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Aye» Nicholas^ fay you fo, quoth the DoAor^ 
not far from Norwich I We muft both get into 
Mourning. My Wife, you know, is dead at Pa- 
ris. Jack^ my darling Son Jack^ he rauft put on 
a Frock and Weepers. 

All's one for that, quoth Nicbolai, Jack will foon 
be here. Come, Sir, a Bumper to the Widow ; 
oh, (he'll do the Work. Fifteen hundred Pounds 
/>/r Annum. What's the JViUb one compared to 
this ? She'll lick us whole again ; ftie'll polifli up 
your Crofs. Let the Faculty go whiftle. I fay a- 
gain, the Widow's Health. 

Oh, Horfes at the Door. Aye, 'tis Jack arrived 
from Oxford j right enough. Here's every thing 
we wiflied for. Oh aye, the Landlord's Coufin; 
wliat's here, the Bill ? A very Trifle. 'Tis a luc- 
ky Efcape, by Jove. What have we now to do ? 
Oh, you've dined, have you. Jack f Come^ 
there's the Money, Friend... Dodor, I fee fomc 
Oxford Scholars, we had bed be ftirring. They 
look a little comical. Here, Boy, a iBill. I don't 
admire their Faces. ^ 

Nor I, Friend Nicholas, Death before a Fumi- 

fation. There's fomething in the Wind. Their 
^ooks are terrible. My Meafure is not yet full, 
whatftill muft follow ? Afflidion is my Lot on 
Earth ; but Nicholas^ I am prepared. How like m 
Swarm of Bees they thicken in my Eye. Nicbolatp 
we had beft be ftirring. A Fumigation or a Blan- 
ket. Snatch me from a Sight like this. The whole 
Hive is here, Drones and all ; I fhall be ftifled, ilung 
to Death. Zounds, Man, call our Horfes ; get 
a Landau ; any thing to bear me off. Jackj you 
Rafcal, Nicholas^ yoii'll be peppered too ; call the 
Hoftler. Aye, theyVe coming in, they're all upon 
■us. My Horfes, Jack, I fay. Ob, they're gone 
up Stairs. This precious Moment muft preienre 

mt. 
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me. Damn you, Nicholas^ where are the Horfes ? , 

Here, Sir, at the back Gate. There's a thou- 
fand black Coats in the Houfe. Mounts mounv 
for Heaven's Sake ; now whip and fpur. Jack and 
1 (hall follow. And fpllow foon they did, and 
galloped on towards Norwich. 

The DoSor ftill imagined zWVxford at his Heel& 
When he came in Sight of Ncrwicb, he felt his 
Mind recoil upon him. He furveys himfelf and 
then his Train, and then he calls to- Mind the Fi- 
gure which he miade in his laft Vifit to that City. 
He fuffers in the Comparifon. It was the Reverfc 
of what the Patriarch Jacch felt in his Return to 
Padan-arariy attended by a Multitude. 

This curfed Aflbciation, this Likcnefs of Ideas,, 
fo Locktf I think, calls it ; \vould I could forget it. 
No foreign Minifter made a brighter Entry into 
Parif^ than I at yonder Gates ; three Hundred in 
my Train. My Equipage, the Coachman indeed 
was a little tattered, but for the reft, no Duke in 
Chriftendom, And tiifen my Wardrobe, Jach^ for 
you remember it. What Wardrobe ? I have no 
Wardrobe now. My Mother's little Shop. 

. O Heart-breaking Thought !' how like a Thief 
I look ? And, Nicholas^ you and JacJty make but 
a forry Figure. Oh, muft I then remember it ? 
What a Falling-ofF is here ! I will not jenter in 
liyilDay light, that** pofs. The Sun (hall not be- 
Tiold'niy rafi^al PliglHt,' hunted like fi Highwayman. 
A\\Qxftrd in full Cry. j^on fet that CHafe afoot: 
Cbnfouro4 yoir j Nlchdas dottier ^ you ricfe too faft ; 
*tts yet an Hopr till Night. Her fable Mantle (Jiall 
befriend me. ^Two Days are paft, fince I left that 
dreadful Town behind me, that Oxford^ and fHll 
th* hbrridlnii^ haunts me. ■' 
^"Blit wTji^riV thh vary. Widow; Hudtirash\m- 
fef -? ^•01i^tIB*>'aiimn'd Appearance ! — Nichbr'}. 
*'* G V "^^^^ 
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fay how far from hence — Yes, we'll ati put Wee- 
pers on ; (hat, that's the befl: Apology. Our inky 
Coats (hall blot the Truth, and cheat the very Sun 
St Noon. 

Stop at that paltry Ale-houfe. — Zounds they 
know n>e there tod. The Sun loiters in bis Speed 
roeerly to torment me ; it never will be Night s 
but fiop I will. 

^And flop they did, and had a Bacon and an Egg 
a-piece. The Dodor fmoaked a Pipe, and cate- 
chifed about the Widow. Nicholas Cottier anfwer- 
cd eveiy Queflion. The Sun whtpt on his Horfes, 
and hid his Head behind the HilL 

Now came cloudy Evening on again. They 
mount their PalFries, and marched through the 
dark Cope of Night, to the very Gate pf Norwich. 
Nor did they flop even thqn. The Dodor rid on 
further with flouched Hat ; and at the Inn the mod 
retired, he drew at length his Bridle. 

A chequered Retrofpeft of Things eniploys his 
mental Eye. But Ox/brJ black<;ns all. The Wi- 
dow whitened I'hings a little. And Nicholas Cot- 
. tier held her ftlU to View. 

Supper now is done. And, by Way of fmatt 
Defeat, they order up a Taylor — Here ; take 
Meafure ; put us all in Mourning, dark as Mid- 
night, Sirrah ; keep ftitching till the Morning, you 
ami all your Covey, Rafcal ; l^t me have them o» 
at Dinr.er. • Call m tw^ty more fiich Vermin as 
yourfelf ; fwarm your feajfct. YourxM^n Priced 
you Tadpole j fpare no Coll. By my Crofs and 
Titles, Idipe Bot till the Mourning is brought me- 
Hcnce, you Varlet, ring voiir Goofe about for Tay- 
lors. " Not a Nofe (hall ipuff the common iUr, till 
^W thefe Sables a^J?,^cc9mpUfl)c4.^ not a^Safli ibait 
ftir till then,. : Get CWfe-Stodi»4oyqiBr Cbtfnbeijjk. 
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lie hid like Moles. Let Darknefs be your Curtain* 
Darknefs (hall reveal you too ; Darknefs vifible. 

But let us talk about the Widow. That Oxford 
will intrude. I wiih the Devil had its Steeples, Bells 
and all. Drink the Widow, Nicholas Ottier. My 
Wife is dead at Paris, We are all in Weeds for 
her, a Month or two. She's dead ; you can fwear 
It, Jacky. Aye, (he is dead indeed. — — Fifteen 
hundred Pounds per Annum ; you faid fo, Nicbotci 
Cottier. 

This Mourning is unlucky. My Perfon will npt 
ftrikc ; but my Armour mud be black. 

What both afleep, you dull Companions! Snore 
on, for I have another Part to ail. An Infurrec- 
tion keeps this Watch awake, and troubled Fancy 
tolls the pafling Hour. To-morrow will come ; 
that Thought has planted all my Pillow. A thou- 
fand Thorns, a' Grove of Sharp AffllQions (hooti 
np there. The Root of all is Oxford, Might aa 
^-krthquake fwallow up my Griefs and it together ; 
to the Center fink them both. My Heart-felt Woe 
and Oxford — How fweet they (lumber! — "'tis a 
Year till Morning. -— This Widow goads my weary 
Spirits, and Nicholas Cottier feels it not. -r- 

Expelled from every City, by one damned 
Chance or other. St, Ptfiz/himfelf was perfecuted; 
* — No Principle can plead at Oxford. Religion 
there affords my Crime no -Cloak. I'm naked thcr6 
to every Scourge of Fortune ; a Trickft^ and a 
Bafcal; Oh, it gnaws me to the Quick — I^ow 
found that.O^/;^^ flecps.'^ Well, Honjefty after all. 
His Head is on a downy Pillow — Hi^^Houfe ind 
Stat)les fting n(ie. — Oh for a Draught of defcpJOb- 
?iv|on Letbe^ GeTT^/rtf, drench m'e there. How 
fhall 1 ^heat this tedious, irkfome Interval. A 
fn^all Intrigue might' help to fliorclt by ; and^^Io^f 
the -Lafs and Warming-^Pan, perhaps flic may 
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take Pity on mc ; 'lis their Nature to be kind. Her 
Fye proclaims her charitable ; and, I think, I feci 
myfelf an Objed. Oh, Fortune, grant that flie 
may think fo too. 

But what avails this dull Soliloquy ? I will keep 
the full Extent of all my utmoll Claim. I muft 
keep ftirring. I believe the Thing will anfwer. 
The fhorleft Way's to try two Arguments. I have 
my Purfe and my rigid hard Condition. A ftrong 
Alliance^ if my Skill don't fail me. 

Well thefe Women arc a lovely Opiate. This 
Girl has lulPd my Cares already. NicboUs Cottitr^ 
do thou fnore on. Snore on, my darling y^ri/jf, 
the Confort doth amufe me. I (hall not mterrupt 
the Harmony. Another mufic now invites me. 
The Inilrumcnts, I hope are all in tune : Mine^ 
Vm Aire is ready ; and as Things have gone, it 
is in Truth a Miracle. No Philofophy can footh 
like this. This is my Moorings and my Anchor, 
my Cable and my Compafs. When all Things 
eile have failed, this Friend, this trufty Friend 
has ferved me. Your Dreams,^ my Friends,, may 
give you Joys ; I'll bid for waking ones. Mor^ 
pheus ftied his fofteft Dews upon you : Nelfy now 
and I mufi traffic. 

With that the DoQor marched into his Bed- 
Chamber; not empty handed to be furc, that 
had been a wretched Method. Tradition lays^ 
that Knel confented to aflift him ; and that their 
joint Endeavours made the Night feem fliorter. 

The Morning came at laft. The Doftor firft 
was up, and loufed from his Pallet Mr. Nicboloh 
Cottitr. 

Ctttier grumbles, between Sleeping and half 
awake, — My, Curfe may light on Dodor Tayhr^ 
cheated of my, Uoufe. niv Girl; a^d Stables. 

... WhX 
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Why, hang you, Niiholas^ what's the Matter ? 
Is this Time to fcratcb and grumble ? the Widov^ 
Man, will bring us all about again. I had a to- 
lerable Night on it. Nickf get up, and order 
Breakfaft ; but not a Word of me, dunlb, dumb 
as death, till the Mourning is arrived. O this 
tardy Taylor ? Is the Widow, fair or blacky 
Nichilas ? I have dreamt a Dream. I fancy we 
fliall have her; fifteen hundred Pounds per An^ 
num. My Dream was very promifing. This Net% 
a merry Bedfellow ; (he kept off Oxford and the 
Devil. The Widow's tall and ilender, with a 
Roman Nofe and little Eyes. If my Dream lays 
eight, hef Hair is a little (andy. 

By the Lord, fays Nieholasy you have drawn 
her Pidure ; the Widow to a Tittle. But have 
you never feen her. Sir ? 

Not I, by all that's amorous. . 

And will you give me back my Houfe and Sta- 
bles,, fays Nicholas Cottier, leaping up with Joy ? 
and fhall I be once more a Landlord r A Fiddle- 
fiick for alt the Faculty. Who cares a Figg for 
Oxford^ your Guardian-Angel — ^Dodor Taylor k 
made up for ever ! and Nicholas Cdiiier fhall again 
cry coming. Sir. A Roman Nofe and little Eyes^ 
and, then the fandy-coloured Locks : pcomifine 
Marks indeed I excellent Tokens of a mettlra 
Hlly ! (he (hall be mounted and that foon tod 
But are you fure your Wife -is dead ? 

Dead and damned too, NicL The Hu(!ej 
died a Papijt^ among the Friars, Man, at Paw's. She 
is up to the Chin in Purgatory, dead enough PH 
warrant yoa ; they'll hardly bring her back with 
all their Mafles. She's* provided for in t'other 
World, at Bed .and Board till Doom's-day. She'll 
never forbid, the.Bahnsj I promife yoih. 

"■^: : '- 1 . .' ..*■■' Give 
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Give me your Hand* fajs Nicb$las Cdttier \ by 
the LfOrd, there's fomething more than Smoke in 
this. Had you any Talk together ? 

O yes, we danced together, Nicholas^ at a Ball ; 
a crowded Ball. She was drefled in White. 

Better and better ftill^ quoth JV/V^o/jj; well ftrait 
fet ofF. Oh (he lives bni — a Corfe upon this 
Mourning, Til run to the Taylor's, Sir. 

Not a Jot by all that's comely, not an Inch 
beyond the Threftiold, to gain the Widow and her 
Jointure ; no, not the Bank of England^ NicboUf 
Cottier. What tranfgrefs the facred Law of nice 
Propriety ! appear without any Sables 1 Forbid it 
Tafte, forbid it Honour. No, Nichotas^ I'd fooner 
go back to Oxford and to Dublin, Not a Vifag^ 
fhall be vifible, till the Taylor fets us free; 
the Rafcal muft be quickened. But here comes 
Nelly with the Breakfaft. 

riah, my little Chick. Aye^ draw that Table 
near the Fire, Come give me the Toaft and 
Tackle. Where's this fleepy Rogue, this Jack t 
That*8 my Darling, place it there, my Chick. 
How do you like hcrj Nicholas Cottier? Come 
bufs, my pretty Chum, as fweet as moift as ever. 
Another. Hah, my Chick, well fet off for fir<7i/« 
together : Yon love travellifig, don'tyoo, Nell ? 
But Where's this \a<io\y]Jack f You like the Dream, 
yoti fay. 

Aye, furc, f;iy$ Nicholas Cottier, th6' Dream 
is worth, a Million. But here comes Mafter 

' Sit down,, you lazy .Lout. How fortg yoo lie 
in Bed. Jaci%rQns taller, don't he? Mourning 
Will become him. This Oxford begins to vanquilK 
from iny Thouf;hts. The Dream you fay is hckj, 
I think I fee her w)w before my Eyeij' fuch a 
diiplmpn&QXu 'Twas no common Dream I'll 
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fwear it. Something fure will follow. A Plague 
upon this Oxford^ it will relapfe a little ; but the 
Rafcal Taylor. 

This Interval 'will jade my Spirits. Ntlly^ take 
thefe Things away. What think you, NicbolflS, 
of a Game at Draughts ? 

Any thing to kill a Moment. Back-Gammon^ 
Sir, fays Nick ? Shall I call for Tables. It is b;r 
much the better Game. 'Tis noify, and I like iC 
^ for that Reafon. A filent Game is like an empty 
Inn. O I hate the very Thoughts on't. I vow to 
God, 'tis dreadful. Come flap daih, have at 
you. 

And fo they fought till Dinner, yack fat Iook« 
ing on. The Taymr twice is fummoned to appear. 
But Dinner's on the Table. That Aft is over, 
and the Scene's removed. The Dodor drinks the 
Widow, and Nicholas Cottier pledged him m a 
Bumper. 

The Taylor enters with the Shades of hfighr, 
and nnade the Dark ftill darker. He bad em- 
ployed, he faid, an Army of Veterans in the 
DoSor's Service ; fifty Warriors with, their pointed 
Steel, who toITed the (hiningBar. 

And now the Dodor, Jack^ and Nicholas 
Cottiers are equipped in all the Mockery of Wop 
from Bkii^ito Foot,, compleatly: fitted put to pUy 
. their Pjirts Ae following ;JL>ay. . : 

TTbe-PoSor fftllics lioy/^atioad. And in his 
Trim-^vftnt NichoIas-CoUifr.. Jiaci yf^s near Jiifl(i 
on the other Side, and a Brace of Footmen fol^ 
lowed clofe behind. « ; ^ .^ 

With tKis niefiil Eqoinage.lic' searched onwards 
to b¥ Mpthcr'jf Shop. Bqt i^ his. jWaj was joio^ 
by tpanyVi Hfi ,t}itd^n<f4 a^.he w^t. . flBs JPrien^ 
.cam5^£bckii^ ron^id, bii5%r > Ten. .tbgufand WeU 
fjcffiki and a few Hu^za's' tvovi vv^iejd Vv^^v^i^^ 
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dance with Joy. He promifes a LeSure, and BJIb 
are printed in a Hurry. His Levee is increafed. 
The Blind in multitudes are groping round kbout 
him. He triumphs in the Sight, and cocks his 
Hat at Oxford. The Widow kept her Ground 
within his Mind ; his Heart is fixed on her. 

He pays his Vifits and prepares his Ledure» 
Bills are fent about to all tlie neighbouring ^'owns, 
and a mighty Fufs is made. The People crowd 
about his Lodgings, expeding Miracles from bis 
Hand. 

A certain Farmer is reftorcd to Sight by him. 
This happy Hit made all his Puflfe canonical. 
They thought him more than man. .The Farmer 
paid him twenty Guineas, and -every thing went 
fwimmingly on. Nicholas Cottier chuckled up a littltr 
And Jack began to look about him. The Foot- 
men too had Hopes. His Fortune feemed to take 
a Turn: And nothing now but Joy was talked 
of. . ^ ^ 

The Lefiure is at Haiid ; ati3 S]?.llafaufes fwarm 
ihe City. A nij'hierous Atjdretice^is eipeScdf.- The 
Ladies far and near arc qiijte Jbipatient-^Tlje 
charming Dr. Taylor^ he. is an Angel of a Man. 
Lord, how fine he talks ! 

At eleven o'CIock in Ific I^orenoon, the Day be- 
ing Saturday^ our Chevalier afc^nds the; Pulpit; and 
thcri was a glorious Hoiife indeed. -Hv inpunBdy 
it is true, in blacky* hfs Goat' wai'oP.tfakttJ^QU^; 
fcis ' Ring and ; Obfs wcte' bright". ^Vctcir;. his 
^Eloquence vrtis -tTitic ' P'rpof; '\\ .'dazted ' arjid in- 
ftruaed.- •• '• - <'-■;. ' ■•"•. ': ' ^•■ 

The Chevalier, from his Meridian,, (hot ah|poad 
his Luftre. His Air and Adion ravitti\e^>II',the 
Lidies. How like a Lord he, Jt^ka^I FHr Lbi^ 
are likchihi. -01 ^(hb ffiifttei-'Crdfif.hoW'VriAt 
it bcaiiis by D«y.''>Hi«Rinciflffikfi Olb^^^fVtftn^ 
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but his Perfon the Reader may imagine, how the 
Dodor's Pulfe went pit-a-pat. He was now m 
pure Enthufiaft ; not a Scrap of him who fled from 
Oxford; not an Atom of that Scoundrel was in the 
Pulpit now at Norwich ; another Being filled thfs 
Mourning Frock, it was a French one. His Morals, 
like his Perfon, put on a borrowed Dignity. No* 
thing little feemed to live about him ; at lead the 
I adies thought fo< He faw their Sentiments, he 
read their Eyes, he caught the fierce InfeSion, he 
kindled at the Blaze. 

Now, Reader, let us think a-while together, but 
not ileep upon the SubjeA, though a drowfy one. 
Let us talk of Dreams, for Dreams have fome- 
thiflg wonderful in them. I know the Fafliion is 
to laugh at Dream?. Perhaps it is a right one. 
In the general, no doubt, it is. But whether any 
Exceptions may be made, is, I believe, another 
Qucnion. Fafis, like Mules, will (land between 
the Cart and Wall j they never yield an Inch of 
Ground to Ridicule or Sophifiry. 

That common Dreams are merely Things of 
courfe, the very Animals may (hew us. Dogs, 
Birds, and Horfes, are known to dream as well 
as Men. But that their Dreams are Prophefies 
too, h; a Point no- human Search can, I believe, 
ever find. 

Some Dreams, as Homer fays, may come from 
Jove, But come from where they will, the DoQor 
now is thunder- ftruck. His Efyes are^ fixed on 
Vacancy ; at lead they feem to be fo fixed. The 
Man is quite abforbed ; he ftands, he flares, he 
calls for Nicholas Cottier. Nicholas is at Handy 
and to the Dodor offers up a Cordial. He puts it 
b)ft with his Diamond Finger, and ilill his Eyes 
are fixed. The Audience all are fixed on him ; 
they dare with Grief and Wonder. His Eye is 
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fixed on one, Oh, Nich^Jat Cottier ^ look, look 
there | Is not that the Widowr ? 

The Widow, Sir, for Heaven's fake, where, 
where ? 

By the Lord, 'tis (he. Oh, take me down 
then, Nicholas Cottigr. Say, it is a fudden Fit. 
But mark her well, and tell me where (he lodges* 
Some Angel has done this -— The fifteen hun- 
dred Pounds a Year — As fure as Death I have 
her. Mark her Lodgings, Nicholas Cottier. I 
muft grow worfe; fo take me down, and call a 
Carriage* 

The DoQor ftill grows worfe; and Nicholas 
Cottier tells his Friends, his Life's in Danger. 

The Congregation is alarmed. The Ladies atl 
exprefs their Sorrow. A Surgeon oflPers his AflSf • 
tance. But Nicbetas Cottier carries off his Friend 
in Hafte, and leaves the Audience in a Po- 
ther. 

The DoQor feizes Nicholas by the Hand. 
Zounds, I am now as well as ever. Have, you 
found her Lodgings out ? Was ever fuch a Vifion ? 
I find I am the Care of Heaven yet ; 'twas Infpira- 
lion. Nicholas Cottier, find me out her Lodgings. 

The very Woman to a Hair. It is a Match 
already. We (hall fling the Stocking to be fure. 
She (truck me like a Spirit. Biit, Nicholas, find 
me out her Lodgings. I (hall haunt her in my 
Turti. It was a glorious Apparition. A Bottle 
of Sack or Burgundy. Nich&las, we muft drink 
the Widow. You (hall have your Houfe and 
Stables. Nicholas Cottier, thou art an honeft fel- 
iow. The Dream's a good one. Here, here's her 
Health ; come, fill it up ; you muft find her Qgar* 
ters, my Mind tells me, Man. Zounds, it was a 
lucky Stroke. I (hall have her. Fifteen faimdr^ 
Pounds a Year are mine. You (hall have the 

Houfe 
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Houfe and Stables. Come, drink another Bumper, 
then turn out and reconnoitre. Let me know what 
People fay concerning this rny fuddcn Fit. I never 
dill (o well in all my Life. 'Twas a happy Interrup- 
tion. 1 flmll mount again To-morrow. The Ox* 
ford Bufinefs may now be damned. Money 
Nicholas, is the grand Cofmetic : It takes out every 
Stain. This (liall be a joyful Night indeed. NeU 
fy ftiall fare the better for this fiufmefs ; the Hufley 
fhall be glad. The Widotv*s very tall. Dama 
it, Nicbo/au I like her Nofe and Hair. Mary 
Queen of Scots exaftly. Pll be bound (he's Game^ 
Aye, (he came to Town on Purpofe. The great- 
cft Creature in the World. My Crofs and Ring, Ni- 
cholas how they fpanglc ? Pm quite another Thing. 
Her Teeth arc very wliite. Her Eyes indeed ; but 
I (hall mend that Article. Til teach them to look 
foft. They'll melt at my inHrufUve LeSurc. 
Let me alone, for that; the Eye is my peculiar,- 
Province. I like h«r looks extremely. She fafteri- 
cd on my Perfon. I thought her Eyes would eat 
me. ril hold ten thoufand Guineas that (he 
dreamt of me: Nicholas; as fure as Death (he 
dreamt of me : It is a Match-making Dream, de- 
pend on it ; a charming Go-between, - But has 
iht ChWdren, Nicholas Ccttier P 

Not one alive, by George ; all interred and ga- 
thered to their Father. The Stage is clear. 

Say you fo f By then fure as Day I mount 

it. Let me alone to aQ the Part. I wifli the Cur- 
tain now was drawn. Nicholas, you (hall have 
your Houfe and Stables, The Widow and I (ball 
inn with you. Get again your Houfe- Keeper. 
We (hall ring the B^ls for you. But, NicbolaSf 
beat about, and bring me in what News you can* 
I long to know what People fay. 

He 
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He fcarce had fpoke, when half a Dozen Gen- 
tlemen came into his Apartment ; who feeing 
him in fu^h a lively Plight, exprellcci their Satis- 
faQion, for they thought the Doflor had been ill. 

One of them, a Phyfician, felt his Pulfe, and 
afked him if fuch Fits were frequent with him. 
But, fays he, you are now as found as any Man 
in Britain, And I infift, 3ir, that you fup with 
me to Night ; you and all this Company. Nay, 
no Excufes, Dodor. 

With that they feized him in a friendly Vio- 
lence, and to the Leech's Houfe they carrie4 bina 
Vi y Armis. 

The Ladies were juft fet down to Tea. The 
Doftor's Fit was coming on again. He felt about 
for Nicholas Cottier ; for who in very deed (hould 
front him, as he fat at Table, but the identic Wi- 
dow ? There (he was. And here the DoQor trem- 
bled. The Widow too had changed "her Colour, 
and certain Symptoms feem to tell her Cafe. 

The Dodor faw and believed ; and muttered to 
himfelf : Yes, (he had her Dream ; (he^s as much 
alarmed as I am. Oh, it is an honeft Dream. 

In (hort, the Chevalier fummoned up his Cou- 
rage, and (hone away extremely. His Wit was 
Rival to his Crofs, and flafhed about much bright- 
er. The Ladies are amazed. The Widow was 
druck dumb. The DoSor had her in his Bafket. 
She is fairly brought on Shore. The DoSor ftill 
grew brighter. The Widow yields at Mercy. At 
leaft, the Chevalier, from certain lucky Omens in 
his Favour, concluded all was fnug. 

The Widow and he exchanged a Shot or two to- 
gether. She hoped, he was not often troubled with 
thofe ugly Fits, that robbed them of lb fine an 
Entertainment this Morning. She faid it was an 
envious one. She wifhed the Ladies in particular 

could 
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could fae it at Law for Damage, fhe would gladly 
fubfcribe her ^uota. And (he was Aire not a (Ingle 
Lady would refufe. 

To which the DoSor anfwered^ That though 
that flight Vifit was the firft of the Kind which he^ 
had ever received, he could not forbear thinking' 
the Fit was his Friend, fincc it helped to conciliate, 
the Attention to him of fo many beautiful ObjeQs*. 
And the Damage, as (he politely was pleafed to call 
it, (hould, he hop^d, be fuddenly repaired : For he 
propofed to (ini(h his Lt&UTt onMonday-Mommg^ 
where. Madam, If I am happy in any Excellence, 
it will be due to your Pre(ence. \ 

The Widow bluftied and bridled, and after that 
fhe looked a little filly. The Doftor iaw and re- 
joiced, and fet it down within. Then leaning back 
to Nicholas Cottier, by the Tuing G — d, (he*s 
fixed ; but this was in a Whifper. 

But, to make the Story (hort, they palTed the 
Evening very pleafant. The DoQor returns wi^h 
Nicholas Cottier to the Inn, and (iniflied >|he re- 
maining Part with Nelly, 

The Morrow being Sunday , the -Chevalier went 
to Church in all his gloomy Pomp ; and ordered 
Matters fo, by the Aififtance of Nicholas Cottier^ that 
he fat in' the fame Pew with the Widow. Where 
he was not idle, but exchanged many filent 
Vollies with her ; Glance for Glance, like Light- 
nings was ftilF exchanged. The Thundej- was yet 
to come. The Bolt (lood ready to be (hot ; and 
only waited for theprieflly Woid. 

He dines a( the famis Table with her. The Bu- 
finefs now went Whip and Spur. But Monday is 
arrived, and the Podor mounts again the Ro(^ 
trum. 

Reader, take this ^longwith you, that for the 
Space of foup-and-twenty Hout^. vW ^^^^ ^ 
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Oxford never came athwan him once. To which 
Nsgation of his Grief, and the Widow's Prefencc 
put together, we owe, in Part, the dazling Beau- 
ties of his Ring and Ledure. His Hand and Voice, 
like the Bell Rope and the Sound, gave fuch Har- 
mony to Eyes and Ears, 'twas hard to fey, which 
pleafed moft^ the Mufic or the Ringer. The Di- 
amond here indeed comes in for Snacks, and did 
as much, perhaps as either. But among them all, 
the Thing was excellent. 

We have faid enough before about the Eye at 
Oxfordy therefore (han't atjprefent parcel out the 
Matter. Beiides there is a Time to come, in which 
that Bufinefs ftiall at large be handled. Let it 
fuffice, that his Townfmen were in Tranfports; 
and who fo much rejoiced as Tabitba the Quaker's 
Relid, for (be was. there, and heard and faw her- 
felf, unfeen, unheard by DoQor Taylor^ for he had 
other Fi(h to fry. 

He was always wjth the Widow and Nicholas 
Cottier was not idle. 

He meditates a fmall ExcurHon to the Country. 
The thing was planned by Nicholas Cottier. The 

Reafons that induced him thereto, (haU^ to theif 
proper Place appear. Mean while there is. a Ball 

to be held in Honour of the Chevalier Taylor* 

The Place is in the Town-Houfe. 

And here let Sceptics and Free-Thinkers learn to 

tremble, nor carp at Prophecies, nor laugh ai 

Dreams. No Argument like Matter of Fa^ 
The Widow was in white, arrayed from Head 

to Foot ; her very Buckles wore that Colour. For 

Nicholas Cottier took his Oath oa it, before, that 

Infidel, 'Squire Chubby at Saltjbury. 

The DoQor faw the bright Appearance, and all 

the Dream came ru(hii1g on his Soul. He doubted 

if (be was not more thaq Womao^ 0ie lopked bk 

\^ 
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nke an Angei ; but he as black as Lucifer. That 
Moment her Jointure did not ftrike him ; her Per- 
fon and the Dream had feized on all his Mind ; her 
Fortune was forgot ; that Moment he ftood ab- 
ftra£^ed from himfelf; and Taylorh Heart was 
boneft : His Virtue like the Fafhion takes Delight 
in Change. The DoSor's Virtue was of the 
Ague Kindy the cold fit kept the longed* 

The fifteen hundred Pounds a Year again Bore 
Sway. He dances with the Widow to the very 
Tune he dreamt of» and every thing was ful- 
filled. 

Nicholas Cottier capered on the Floor for Joy^ 
and clapped his Hands together. 

The Dodor is a compound of great and fmall ; 
and as we faid at firft, a Co-incidence of all Ex- 
tremes. In him we find theOculift ; in him the Jug- 
gler; in him we find the Orator aloft, and on the 
Floor theDancing-Mafler. TheDoSor moved with 
betterGrace than moft of them. His Air was tinQur- 
cd with the Foreigner, which made him. vifibleinr 
all his Motions. The firft Figure in the Groupe; he 
was fure to (Irike you. He knocked down all at 
Norwich. The Widow's Heart had taken Shelter 
in the Citadel ; I mean, her Pride ; for all the 
Outworks were demoliflicd. The DoSor gained 
them all. His Dancing drove her to ihe Anenal } 
and even that was not likely to hold much longer. 
The Dolor's Petards would force a Paflage. 

In a Word, ihe told him where (he lived, and 
invited him to call upon her. She underdood he 
meant to take a little Country Air, and her 
Houfe, (he faid, aflForded a charming Profped. . 

The Do^ior makes his Bow, and promifosto 
vifit her. 

Nicholas Cottier is iavited too, and fo is Mafter 

Jacky^. 
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Jacky. The Bowl went fmoothly over the Green i 
and took the proper Bias. 

The Chevalier becomes religious; for truly 
this was fomething more than common. A Hand 
invifible had brought this happy Thing about. 
This, fays he, is the Work of Providence, the 
Reward of my Zeal to the orthodox Communion 
of the Church of England^ my honoured and fpi- 
ritual Mother. My fuflferings for her Sake, I knew, 
would be rewarded. A Miracle is wrought to 
make me happy. You know it Nicholas Cottier, 
the. Widow too has dreamed, if I (land before 
you. ril hold you half her income, the Widow 
was infpired. 'Tis not yet the time to a(k her, but 
dream (he did, as fure as you are waking. What 
fay you, Nicholas Cottier P 

Dream or not dream, the Work is done, quoth 
J^icholas. Remember, Sir, the Houfe and Sta- 
bles. The Widow goes away To-morrow, won't 
you fee her out of Town, Sir ? 

See her out of Town ! Aye, Nicholas^ to the 
World's End. We muft get ready and attend her ; 
why- not all the Way? we will do nothing, Nick, 
by Halves. We will efcort her to her Houfe; 
we'll crofs the Threfhold. Give me once but Foot- 
ing in her Palace, and leave the reft to Fortune. 
We'll increafe her Equipage. Let Jack get rea- 

Accordingly the Doftor and his Train furpnzed 
her on the Road. She traveled in her Coach and 
Four. The Do6lor was on horfe-back. But ma- 
naged Matters fo that he took his Seat under the 
Shelter of her trundling Canopy. Mafter Jack 
and Nicholas Cottier rode on either Side of the 
Carriae:e. The Footinan joined the Widow*? in 
the Rear. 

» And 
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And now the whole Proceffion was drawing 
near the Caflle. It ftood upon a Hill, and made 
indeed a finc'Appcarance. Nicholas Cottier chuck- 
led at the Sight on't. 

To make the Matter (hort, they're all arrived. 
The Doflor and the Widow enter firft, Mafter 
Jack and Niebolas Cottier follow ki the Train; the 
Footmen wind up all 

And here the DcSor fixed his Foot upon the 
Widow's Jointure-Land ; and here the Anchor of 
his Hope was caft. No Univerfity called Oxford^ 
was then on Earth; no Fumigatioiis had Exifl- 
cnce, no Sir Goddari ever went' a hunting; no 
Pump, no Spit, no Horfe-pond gave Annoi- 
fance. 

• ^hff*^ ^^^ ^^ landed, and all the Voyage is 
forgot. The Widow opened her wide Doors, 
and Hofpitality had Elbow-Room. 

The DoSor ftill is gaining Ground, and Nicholas 
Cottier drtaims of Thoufands. The Wedding-Day 
is now in Meditation. The Do€lor drove on Jehu- 
like. Delays are dangerous. The Widow feemed 
to put a Price on Time. She knew that Life 
was fleeting, and fain would catch the happy Hour. 
But Felicity on Earth {we irieddle not with Things 
above) is indeed an intermittent. Happinefs, like 
a drunken Fir, is fure to bring its Plague along 
with it. Why, Reader, the DoQor^s Foot is in 
the Stirrup, ready to mount the Saddle of his high 
Ambition. But Envy, that infernal Jilt, has 
caught his Skirt bohiod, and pulled the hot Afpirer 
down. 

Some meddling Fiend at Norwicb.hstd fent a 
Whifper in a North-Eafl: Wind that reached the 
Widow's Ear, the Burthen of which Meflage was, 
that the Chevalier's Wife was as much alive as Hve* 

Vol. IL . H TkU 
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This was a Stab indeed, that maflacred immediate 
Matrimony ; the bloody Hand unknown. 

The Dodor calls for Nicbolat Cottier. Oh, 
here's the Devil come again, Nicb$las. Read that 
Letter. The Widow is alarmed. What Reniedy 
on Earth can fave us, Nicholas ? Will- you fwear ? 
An Oath on this Occafion is nothing. You faw 
her Funeral, yourfelf a Mourner? 

Who, I, fays Nicholas Cottier ? Zounds I you 
fay (he died in France. I never faw the Country 
but from the Cliffs of Dover. Sure (be is dead and 
buried. I thought you faid, fhe boarded at an Inn 
called Purgatory, where no Bill was made tiU 
Doom's-Day. 

No Joking now, by Heavens 

I wafli my Hands on't, if fhe's living. You faid, 
flie died, and died a Fapi^ too. Thefe Priefts can 
raife a Spirit. Remember^ Sir, I wa(h my Hands 
on't. 

Nicholas Cottier will not wrong the Widow. 
This affair looks comical. 

.1 tell you once again, I wafli my Hands on't 
If (he is above the Ground, I mean your Wife, 
DoQor where are you ? I'll run my chance without 
you, turn Oftler, Tapfter, any thing rather than — 
Do3or, fend away to Paris^ and have an Anfwer ; 
let us know the Truth : Till that is done, thou^ 
I han't a Shilling, Nicholas Cottier (hall forbid the 
Banns. 

Thou filly Puppy, quoth the DoSor, don'e you 
know the AS of Parliament ? Duplicates are mor- 
tal, Tyburn and two Wives. P(haw, you Block- 
head, but Jacity (hall fat out To-morrow for the 
Capital of Prance. He will bring us an Antidote 
for Scruples. He (hall cure your Doubtings. 
Under Hand and Seal the College (hail confirm it. 
Aye, Jacfy (hall be gone. 

ted 
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And go he did with InftruSions from his Father, 
that if his Mother was indeed alive, he (hould not, 
by any Means, appear to her, but procure, for 
Money, a falfe Certificate of her Death, which 
muft be figned with the Names of the principal 
People in the Neighbourhood where (he died, 
efpecially the Prieft and Officers of the Church 
where flic's interred. AU this one Livre will ac- 
complifli, by going to a proper Perfon for that 
Purpofe. There is a Notary Norwitb Man, who 
went from hence for Robbery. He lives near the 
ColUge du PleJJis ; his Name is Harrifon, Give 
him this Note and a Guinea, Jack^ the Work is 
done. Confider, you Rogue, the fifteen hundred 
Pounds a Year, you fliall have your Horfe and 
Hounds, and Frogs upon your 'Coat again. But 
hafte, my Jacky^ hade, you muft travel Day and 
Night, 'tis but five hundred Miles from hence to 
Paris ; no more indeed, my little Mercuty ; you'll 
fly it back and forward in a Trice: Remember 
Harrifon. But if your Mother is indeed in Hea- 
ven, which I greatly doubt, then you may go 
honeftly to wor^, and there's an End. Buthafte^ 
my Boy. So blefs thee, Jacky, 

Jflfiy travels oflF to Dover, and quickly trod on 
Gallic Ground. Away he fcoursfrom Calais, im- 
patient to arrive at Paris, 

He journeys in Company with an Englijb Noble- 
man, who failed from Dover in the fame Ship with 
him. But whilft on Board he wore a Livery, and 
pafled for his own Footman. . The Footman then 
wasMafter. 

They no fooner landed, than they changed their 
Charaders, and fo my Lord appeared himfelf 
again. 

' Young Taylor and his Lord (hip grew very inti- 
"Ifdaie upon the Road together, «Lud Ma&rx "liacV^^ 

Hz v^ 



148 THE HISTORY OF 

ty Degrees began to unbutton all his Bufinefs to 
iDy Lord, who darted at the DoSor's Villainy. 

And what do you mean to do in this Affair, 
fays my Lord ; will you really carry on the 
Cheat } 

No not for th* World, fays Taylor ; Vd fooner 
die than aSt fo vile a Part. My Mother, I am 
fure is Hving, and (he >flian know the whole 
Contrivaflce. i hate my Father's Principles, and, 
to do him Juftice, fo he indeed does : he inherits 
nothing from his Father, but in his Profcflion, 
where he (hares an ample Portion of his higheft 
Skill. When fuch ufeful Merii is buifit upon an 
honeft Bottom,'the Pofleflbr may be -truly -called, a 
public Good. 

Bui my Lord and ya^k are nowiet out again. 
My Lord enquires about the Widow, and finds (he 
is his own Relation. His Blood begins to kindle ; 
for it feems he loved her a little more than Coufins 
do. He is angry now in Earne(^. 

If your Mother, Boy, be living — but leave the 
Thing to me, I'll fpoil his Sport for him. Come, 
put on with Speed, Man. Damn me, I'll be with 
him, a Rafcal to attempt my Kinfwoman. My 
Bufinefs is a Jaunt of PIcaftire. I hope the Wi- 
dow will not ibe fo mad. She'll wait till your Re- 
turn, won't (he ? 

O yes, my Lord, IbeUeveflie will 5 though (he 
feems impatient too. 

Pu(h on, pufc on, young Spartc, thii Bufineiii 
-muft be minded. Oh the filly Slut ! to harbour 
fuch a Rafcal. I know the Coxcomb well enough, 
I helped him out of Jail at Turin. Come, whip 
away, my Lad. Can you find your Mother's 
Jx)dging^? 

Yes, 
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Yes, yes, my Lord', I know it well enough » 
fhe has lived there thefe fevcn Years, I'd find the 
Spot at Midnight. My Father is indeed a — 

Rafcal, (ays my Lord. But I fliall trim his 
Whifkers for him. 

They foon alight at Paris, My Lord invites 
the Lad to his Hotel, and in the Morning packs 
him to his Mother, whom he found as fat and as 
fair as ever. He lays the Plot before her. She 
advifed him to proceed, a« if (he really was not liv- 
ing. 

But fays (he, I'll have hkn hanged at Nonvich, 
Joek^ do you go on, and call on Harrifon, I (ivaW 
make fome fhift I warrant you. Jack^ wliat a 
Rogue your Father is I But go xo Harrifon \ pet 
every thing from him you want. Was there cvt r 
fuch a Villain? What Lord is this you talk 
of? 

A very worthy one, fays Jack, I muft go back 
and dine with him. 

Jack got all Things ready, and waited on my 
Lord to Dinner. He produced his Credentials 
under the Signet of Mr. Harrifon, 

His Lordlliip laughed outrageoufly, and ordered 
'jfeck to reft himfelf a Day or two, and then fet out 
for Calais, But bring your Mother here To^. 
monow. 

Accordingly (lie came and dined with his Lord- 
fhip. And after fome Difcourfe in private, Jack 
was ordered to fet out the next Morning for Eng^ 
land. 

But, fays my Lord, my Letter will be there 
before you. I have written to the Widow. Your 
Mother ^nows my ProjeQ. I have fpoiled his 
Market. However, Jack^ do you fay nothing, 
and give the Rafcal your Certificates. Your Mo- 
H 3: thcr 
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ther too has wrofe to Norwici. Keep yoii the 
Matter clofe anJ I (hall thank you for it. 

Jack drives Jehu-like to Ca/ais^ and foon after 
anivcs at D(rjer. From thence he potted to the 
Widow's. 

The OoSor clafped him in his Arms, and cries 
our, is (he then in Heaven, Jack ? 

Jack produced his Papers. 

The Doaor leaps for Joy. And cries out, 
Nicholas Cotfier, by the Lord, the Baggage is de- 
fun^, the Coaft is clear, dead, dead as Cleopatra ! 
Oh, you fhall have your Houfe and Stables. Jacky^ 
you (hail have the Hounds and Horfes. Read it, 
Nicholas Cot iter. The Widow is my own. The 
charming Widow, all in White. What think you 
now of Dreams ? Oxford may go fiddle. I give Mis? 
fortunes to the Winds. TheSaintstakecareof Tiryiiir, 
and the Angels (loop to meet him. But, Nicbobif 
the Widow now is near a Crifis. Her Change is on 
the Thre(hold. Let us fly to tell her. Come, 
Jacky^ you (hall have her Blefling, Sirrah j a 
happy Day for you, you Rogue you. But let us 
make her lift her Head again. She'll grow taller^ 
Nicholas^ and thicker too, I hope. 

But here (he comes, the Goddefsof Defire, the 
Loadftone. 

O my charming Chick I Readj read here's 
your holy Writ, your Scripture- proof, my Dove, 
four Months beneath the facred Turf. And 
could you doubt my Honour, diftruft your Cheva* 
Iier> thou beauteous Infidel ? But I (hall finifll 
your Converfion. The Hands of all the Clei^y, 
the Undertaker too, the King himfelf (hall (ign it. 
Are you now convinced, my Chick ? What Fiends 
are thpfe at Norwich, that envyed you, my Dear ? 
But let them all becurft. Now^ (baH we name 
the Day, my Chicken ? To-night, To-raoFfow, 

or 



Dr. JOHN TAYLOR. 151 

or on Friday f What fay you, Nicholas Cottier ? 
Friday is a very lucky Day. I got this Crofs on 
Friday, On Friday I efcaped the Inquifttion. On 
Friday I firft beheld this Charmer. On Friday t 
(hall make her mine for ever. 

The Widow blufhed, and courtefy*d, and faid 
nothing. The DoQor caught the Omen, and 
cried out, Silence gives Confent. Nicholas Cottier 
gives a loud Huzza. And Mafter Jaciy looks a 
a little filly. Not a Word about a Letter from 
my Lord. He did not like the Thing at all, and 
was refolved to fqueek. He waits however till 
To-morrow, hoping fomething might come out. 
But to morrow was as dumb as Yeiierday. 

Jaciy could not reft. He takes his Horfe, and 
fteals away to Norwich ; where his Father's Uncle 
was then upon a Vifit to his Brother, the very 
Man who lives this Day at Hoxton. Young Teiylor 
tells his Story. 

The good old Gentleman was ftruck with 
Horror. What fays he, and his Wife alive ? She 
is his Wife, Pll fwear it. I gave her from my 
Hand in Marriage. And what is more, 1 paid for 
the Wedding-Supper too. Oh, my gracelefs Ne- 
phew ! Is Friday then the Day ? Pll fave the Lady 
ixojfi his wicHed Snare, and your Father from the 
Giallows ; yes, Pll forbid the Banns, never fear it. 
Boy. Do you go back again, my Boy. I like your 
Hon6fty, fay nothing. On Friday Morning I (halt 
meet you at the Red Hart. You know the Inn, 
don't you f 

Yes, Sir, very well^ fays Jacky, 

Sa back he went, with his Mttid much caiier. 

Mean while the ChevaHer and Widow are upon 

the Top oiPifgahy ready to leap into the promiied 

.{(^aind. Nicbiiaj Cottier hopet for Houfe and 

j^: • H 4 atahUs^ 
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Stables, and Matter fachy eats his Bread and But- 
ter. 

Reader, this is Tburfday Evening, And, as 
fure as Fate, To-morrow will be Friday, To^ 
night the Widow dreams indeed. Her Dreams, 
God knows what, imperfed Prologues of the 
Scene at Hand. 

The Dottor was up before the Sun. A thou* 
fand fairy Vifions are dancing in his View. He 
grafps at Phantoms' of Delight. He-owns there 
is a Providence. He feels that Truth within him^ " 
Gratitmie and Faith, He triumphs in his Suffer- 
ing. The Inquifition and its Horrors ferve but 
iro heighten every Joy. He ruminates on the 
Raptures of the approaching Hour, and all his 
pall Misfortunes are forgot. Oxford is anni- 
hilated. His Crofs, that Urim of his Fate, 
looks brighter than the Widow's Eyes. The 
Diamond on his Finger was indeed % little 
clouded. It Was the ^ Marriage Finger too ; 
which untimely Omen gave the Doftor Paufe. 
He rubbed his Eyes, he fneezed, be looked a- 
gain, and Aiil the Cloud continued ; he rubs 
Tt with his Linen on the left Side near his 
Heart, but rubbing niade it worfe ; he' then 
returns it to its Station on bis Finger, and thQught 
no more about it. 

But in that very Monnent up comes Nicb^lat Cot- 
tier. His Coiintenance was like the Moon in a 
mifty Evening; tt looked a little muddy, as thro* 
unquiet Reft ; for Nicholas had his Dream. 

Heaven grant that all may fpeed, quoth Nkb^las^ 
my Dreams laft Night. But Dreams, I hope, are 
nothing, excepting your own about the Widow. 
Mine, I'll fwear's a fad one. 

The Dodor ftares, and feems a little tovehed. 
And Nicholas proceeds to tell his Dream. 
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I thought, fays Nicholas^ that my Houfe and 
Stables were again ray own ; that the Widow and 
yourfelf were both to dine witli me, and \\i^\,Racbel 
was come home. I thought the Floors were cover- 
ed all with Rufhes, and Flowers were growing in 
the Chimneys. Oh ! how I rejoiced to meet with 
Rachel \ I took her in my Arms, I thought, and 
threw her on the Rufhes, juft to try if they were 
foft or not. But in that very Inftant I thought a 
Whirl-wind carried ofF the Roof of the Houfe, and 
all the Rufhes, and the Rofes ; but flill that Rachel, 
was between me and the Floor, I feft it very cold ; 
and when I waked, inftead of RacbeU what (hould 
be under me but a tawdry dreffed-up wooden Doll, 
which the Maids had put to Bed to me, for you re- 
member I was pretty tipfy. By the Lord, I be- 
lieve, it bodes no Good \ my Spirits are as low as 
Hooped fraall Beer.. 

Pfhaw, rat you, quoth the DoSor, your Dream 
is made of Porridge. Your \Rtffi^/ and your Rufhes. 
— Is the Widow flirring ? tell me that, and let 
your Dream go fiddle. What's the lucky Hour, 
Nicholas Cottier ? Twelve o'Clock, I believe, for 
then the Sun is at the highefl. An Emblem of my 
prelent happy Fortune. We'll be married, Nick^ 
at twelve, and in the Church too,, in the Face of 
all the World. Who dare forbid the Banns r Nicho- 
las^ you muft give the Widow, and do the Thing 
with Dignity. But come, we'll in and roufe her 
up. What do you hang your Head for ? 

God fend, fays Nicholas^ I may have my Houfe 
'^nd Stables. This tigly Dream torments me. I 
cannot rub it from my Thoughts j it flicks like 
Bird-lime.. That plaguy wooden Doll, inflead of 
Rachel^ looks 1 don't know — But let u^ roufe the 
Widow, ril give her like an Alderman. - Til a£l 
my Part, I'll warrant ^ou. 
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So in they went, and fat them down to Break- 
fa ft. The Widow was as bri(k as ever. Her 
Dreams were not like Nicholas C§ttier*s. Nothing 
now but Rant and Rapture pafled between the 
DoQor and the Widow. But Nicholas looked as 
dull as ever. Mr. Jacky too was mifling. 

And now the Sun is hading up the Hill. His 
Coach has reached eleven, and the Widow's too is 
getting ready ; for the Church was about a Mile 
diftant from her Houfe. The Parfon and the Li- 
cenfe are waiting at her Elbow, and the Hour of 
Noon is coming very faft. The Parfon looks upon 
his Watch, and the Dodor took the Hint immedi- 
ately. He fcized the Widow by the Handy and 
led her to the Coach, which ftood waiting at the 
Gate ; the Parfon followed, and fo did Nicholas 
Cottier, Thefe four were in the Coach. The 
Servants brought up the Rear on Foot, by way of 
Wiinefles. And fo ihey marched forwards to the 
Hi'ly Place. The Clerk was there in waiting. 

They are now arrived, and Service foon begins. 
The Parfon took the (horteft Cuts, and travelled 
through the Prayers with all Expedition. 

About the Middle of the Service a Footman in 
a white Livery, turned up with red, came into the 
Church, fat down awhile, and looked dbout him, 
and then went out again. 

Nicholas Cottier wondered at the Thing, and 

Sueffed fome Strangers were coming to the'Wed- 
ing. Nor did he guefs amifs. 
The Blefling is pronounced, and now the Che- 
valier reviews again his Crofs and Diamond Ring. 
Appearances are not propitious. But what can now 
obftruft him. He eyes the Widow, and negleds 
his Oracles. 

^m^ And 
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And now the important Groupe is formed. 
There ftands the Bride and Bridegroom, here the 
Prieft and Nicholas Cottier, The myftic Rights be- 
gin ; the Parfon has advanced ; and Nicholas takes 
the Widow by the Hand ; and, with a parental 
Air, gives it joyful to the DoSor. When in that 
very inftant, that awful Inftant, enter two Gentle- 
men in Riding-Habits, and with them enters Maf- 
ter Jacky. 

Hold your facrilegious Hand, you Dog, fays 
one of them, and feized on Nicholas Cottier ; and 
you, you Villain, Taylor. Ah, you cheated Wo- 
man ! I forbid the Banns. Parfon, clofe your 
Book. Here, call a Conftable. 

Now, Reader, or rather let me call on Mr. 
Hogarth ; or, if there be , a belter Painter, 
let me call on him ; what is 'JofepV^ Difcovery 
compared to this ? There ftands a Groupe ; ol>- 
ferve the different Faces. 

We (hall not now explain it further, than that 
the Widow knew my Lord, her Coudn, Mr. 
Jacky\ Feljow-Traveller ; and the Dodor knew 
his Son. Language was vanifhed from the Parties 
moft concerned, except what daring Eyes and gap- 
ing Mouths afforded. This was the Widow's Cafe; 
(he was (truck dumb. The Doftor ftared as bad ; 
and fo did Nicholas Cottier, The Parfon only could 
articulate : And he, after paufing too a while, de- 
mands, for Heaven's Sake, what was the Mat- 
ter. 

Matter, Villain I Ceafe your Office. This Raf- 
cal Taylor has a Wife now living. 

Who, I a Wife ? replied the Dodor. I have 
no Wife as yet. A Minute more had given mc 
one. Butj Blood and Death, Sir, who are you ? 

My 
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My former Wife is dead at Paris^ dead a Year ago. 
How dare you^ Ruf&an^ interrupt this holy Bufi- 
nefs ? / 

But the Widow cried, it is my Lord, my Kinl- 
man. There's fomething fure hh^his*. For Hea- 
ven's Sake, my Lord, what is the Matter ? 

ril tcU you. Madam, fays my Lord. And (b 
be Mew a Whiftle. When, Grange to fay, who 
ihould march up the Ifle, in perfed Ftefh and Blood, 
in ample Plight and fair Condition, but the Do^r^s 
antient Confort, Mrs. Martha TCaylor^ and with 
her marched his Uncle, who dwells this Day at 
Hoxtsn. Now, Madam, lays my Lord, that*s the 
Matter. There's his lawful Wife before you ; and 
there's his honeft Uncle, who gave her to him in 
Marriage. Now, Traitor, look on her. 

The Doaor ftares like HamUt. The Widow 
drops into his Lordihip's Arms. The Doftor ruflies 
to the Door, and bids ten thou fandXTurfes blaft them 
all. Nicholas Cottier ftill upon the Ground. The 
DoSor leaped upon the Footman's Horfe, and 
drove away like Hell. No matter where ? 

The Lady's Fit engrofled the Attention of the 
Company, and gave him Opportunity to make 
off. 

Oh, fudden Change of Fortune ! But we have 
not Time to morahie at prefent. The Reader, 
of his own Accord, may purfue the Bridegroom 
without his Boots, or Whip, or Spur, riding a- 
way for Life. The Halter, not the Wedding- 
Ring, was now his Cue. 

The Widow is returned to Senfe. My Lord 
applies his Smelling- Bottle ; and indeed her Cafe 
was piteous ; it would draw Tears frem any honeft 
Heart. Nicholas Cottier wept with Sorrow, and* 
forgot bis Houfe and Stables \ for the Widow 

pierced 
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pierced him through and through with fuch a trift- 
ful Look, and Mrs. 7aylor fcanned him with a 
fufpicious Brow. The Parfon looked hke one 
that loft his Purfe, and groped about for Explana- 
tion. Matter Jacky But the Painter will cx- 

prefs the whole. 

My Lord and his Friend led away the Widow 
to ht-r Coach. Her Wedding was almoft a Fune- 
ral, She looked like one expiring. Mrs. Taylor 
and her Friends were carried back to the Red-Hart^ 
Inn, from whence they came, in itij Lord's Car- 
riage. My Lord and his. Friend waited on tha 
Widow in her Coach ; and Nicholas Cottier follow- 
ed on at a Diftance, footing flowly, which gave 
him Leifurc to let loofe his Sorrows, for Nicholas 
fretted with a Vengeance. The Coaches ftill were 
gaining Ground'of him.; ^TJbe Qburch fiood in th^ 
old Place ; for thrice he caft his Eyes behind him. 
My Dream alfo has beat the Dolor's. That 
wooden Dgll inftead.of Rachel ; the Footmaii^s 
Horfe, and not the Widow* We both have mount- 
ed wrong. Oh, fuch a Pair of Jockeys. The 
Race is loft for ever. Where are now the Houfe 
and Stables } This Mrs, jaylor hates me too; 
but the Widow knows I'm hon^ft. My Dream 
was not made of Porridge. I wifti I w^ at Cantetr 
bury. . I don't know where to turn me. Then, 
leaning on his Staff, he muttered to himfelf, the 
Lord knows what, and curfed the Day he turned 
Apothecary. Rachel too came into his Mind, and 
every thing that vexed him. He looked once more 
towards the Church, and faid, his Dream had got 
the better. A woeful ViSory, quoth Nicholas, li 
this be Dreaming, let me fleep no more. I ne- 
ver ihall fee my Houfe and Stables. I wi(h I had 
never known you, Dodor Taylor. But what 
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(hould bring that Lord from Paris. As furc as 
Death he loves the widow. I'll hold my Life, he 
(lands the fairell Chance. Oh, Racbfl f where are 
you To-night ? My Curfeupon you,Dodor TayUr* 

He ftooped again upon his Staff, and mufed in 
Secret ; when Mafter jack)\ with a Slap on the 
Back,roufed him from his fad Soliloquy. Nicholas 
Cottier^ thou art an honeft Man. My Mother and 
the Widow love you. My Lord will be your 
Friend. 

This waked him from his Reverie. He jumps 
for Joy ; and away he trudges, with Mailer Jacky, 
to the Red'fiart-Inn ; where Mrs. Tayhr and the 
Company made him welcome. 

In thefe warm Quarters (hall we take our Leave 
of honeft Nicholas Cmiir^ and his Friends : And, 
oat of meer CompaiSon, turn about in queft of ibe 
Chevalier. 

The Reader muft forgive •a ncceflary Blank in 
this our Story. That is, we can fay nothing of 
the Dodor*8 Hiftory from the Time that he took 
Horfe at the Church Door, till he arrived at the 
IVelJb- Harp- Inn on Cbefttr Road ; for there he 
came at lad. He came, it is true, without his 
Horfe. Through fome Accident, or Miftake, or 
other, the Steed was left behind, and the DoSor, 
at this Time, alighted from a return Poft-Chaife. 

The Reader may guefs how Matters went in the 
Chevalier's Mind, during the Interval abovemen- 
tioned. But he is now at the Wtleh Harpy like a 
Weather-beaten Ship in Harbour, with Tackle 
torn, and Steerage out of order. He calls for Sup- 
per, and afked what Guefts were then in the 
Hoiife. 

He was told 9 there was but one Gentlem«ff, 
who would be very glad to join Company with 
him. 
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To which Propofal the DoSor readily agreed. 
When prefently, to his great Surprize, who (hould 
enter the Room, with much Addrefs and Forma- 
lity, but his ancient and approved Friend, the 
worthy Mr. Richard Eagle. Never was a Tragedy 
Part fo well perforihed upon Covent-Gardin Stage, 
or Drury^ as this that now was a<9ed at the 
Welch-Harp- Inriy between thofe much alarmed 
and moft illullrious Heroes. A Pair of CharaQers 
indeed 1 Dick Eagle was the moft in the Dumps. 
He bowed the ofteneft, with his Hand upon his 
Breaft, and his Eyes caft downwards ; a Kind of 
confcipus Cringe, a filent half Confefiion of fome- 
thing not fo fair as might be, that had pafled' be- 
tween *em. Perhaps the roafted Mutton, Spit 
and all, with which he regaled the Chevalier at 
Dublin^ was then fcrvcd up by Memory to his Ap- 
prehenfion. 

But the Dodor. cries out. What, again, my 
early evil Genius and my laft, what Fate has flung 
us thus together ? But Richard EagU^ Vm a Wrct<5 
indeed. 

Hear me, dear Sir, fays Dicky I thank you for 
the Hint. Command my Life, my Fortune, my * 
Sword, my Purfe, my Pencil, and my other Pro- 
vince too. There's a couple of Pullets in this 
Family, I fancy they are Game. But, to your 
Story, Sir, I long to" be your Friend once more. 

The DoSor, like the Trojan Wanderer, with 
a melancholy Heart, relates to Mr. Richard EagU 
the whole unfortunate Affair. The Widow's 
Story ; a difmal Epifode indeed ! The fympathiz>* 
jng Dicky echoed Oroan for Groan. A forrow- 
ful Duet it was, no doubt. But Supper and the 
Landlady's handfome Daughter, which both 
came in together, put an end to the triftful 
Tale. 
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They flip and chat. The Do6lor felt his Vigour 
come about again. His Mind, though crowded 
with his late Misfortune, had yet feme little Room 
for GaHantry. 

' Diek and he compare their Notes.. A Plan is 
fettled. Dick was on his Road to Chifter ; and the 
DoQor's Needle pointed to no certain Coaft. He 
was a Citizen of the World at large. 

Take Notice, Reader, this was a very critical 
Point of Time indeed. The Pretender wars then 
at Preflott. And Mr. Eagh^ had formed a Defign, 
if poffible, to come at his Figure ; not through any 
difaffe^ed Motive, but merely to get a little Mo- 
ney ; for the political and religious Creeds of 
Mr. Richard Eagle would do as well in Turkey^ 
China^ or Portugal^ as in England. No, the Pofi- 
tive, as Dicky calls it, was the Point in view. 

And, fays he. Sir, if I could get biit J^nf 
tCarmron^i too ; the Thing n»ght bring a Thou- 
fand. 

Jenny Cameron! quoth the Doftor,. What, 
is not fhe the Pretender's Miftrefs ? 

The fame, quoth Dicky. 

At that the DoQor gave a Spring and danced 
about the Room. His Caufe is blafted ; the Pre- 
tender is undone, cries out the Do6lor. A Patriot 
Spirit ftirs within me. I have long employed my 
beft of Faculties againft both Pope and Popery. — 
Here's a Stroke indeed ! Cuckold the Pretender, 
and make a Convert of his Miftrefs ; then all the 
Plot comes out. The Government may perhaps 
confKier me. Give me thy Hand, my Friend. 

Take it, and my Heaft too, fays Dicky, And 
will you venture on this Bottom ? Here are the Sor- 
Fck, Sir ; you fee here's the Pofitive, fays Richard, 
taking from his Waiftcoat Pocket a whole Handful 
of Guineas. 
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The Chevalier approved the Omen. And in 
the Morning they both fet out for Chefter. Dick 
Eagle was obliged to call upon a certain Noble- 
man in that Neighbourhood. So away they jog- 
ged together. 

The Chevalier had yenny Camiron in his Eye, 
and Dick the PiSures. 

They arrive at Chefter^ remain a Day or two, 
and then proceed to Prtftttn. But on the Road 
they heard that the Rebel Army was then at Man* 
chefter. So they changed their Courfe, and made 
for that City. 

'Dick Eagle had procured a Paft froni the No- 
bleman abovementioned, who lived within a Dozen 
Miles of Chefter. They found it ufeful in their 
Journey. 

- As the Chevalier approached the Town, fome- 
thing like infpiration was kindled in his Eyes. 
I (hall live the Champion of the Caufe, or die a 
•Martyr for my Country This Enterprize is wor- 
thy of my Spirit. Oh, Richard Eagle^ like ano- 
ther Hannibal^ your Friend is fworn the Enemy 
of Rome^ if I can convert her. I feel my Argu- 
ments are ftrong. My Crofs and Diamonds look 
propitious. 

Dicky anfwered. Why not give his PiQure? 
'twill ferve him in his Caufe. If the Man is hand- 
fome, I believe! may come at him; as to his Caufe, 
What fay you, DoQor ? 

Yes, ril be revenged, quoth the Doftor, for In- 
quifition now, and ail ; revenged (ot Portugaij for 
Spain ^ and France. Oh, thou trufly Champion 
of the Proteftant Church, ftand by me now or 
never. What's your paltry Piflure, Richard Eagle^ 
your thoufand Guineas .to a Stroke like mine ? 

Guineas, Sir, quoth Dick^ are ufeful. They 
bribe an Evidence or bring a Weacti« 
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Damn your Irijb Evidence and Wench, replies 
the DoSor, the Revolution is concerned in my 
Attempt. The Caufe of Nations hangs upon my 
Weapon. But Oh, this curfed Widow! Now 
Dick BagUy the Town's at Hand. There is a rifing 
in Favour of my Scheme* Things I believe will 
profper. What think you, Diek^ of this? They fay 
file's hifty. But, . RUbarJ, (he muft burn her 
Beads. 4'il teach iier to keep Account without their 
Help. 




SnJ of the Second Voluate. 



